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AKA Music — 7 N, 2™ St. 
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BoOKHAVEN — 2202 Fairmount Ave. 
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What’s New? 


City 


ENTER city — After being accused 
ts starting an online McCarthyite 
“blacklist,” Daniel Pipes has removed 
information about eight professors from | 
his website, www.campus-watch.org. 
The academics on Pipes’ list received 
threatening emails after he posted 
“dossiers” of their work and invited their 
students to “inform” on dissent from the | 
doctrines of his hawkish Philadelphia- 
based Middle East Forum. Pipes said he 
removed the list as “a show of goodwill,” 
but wants to continue exposing “the 


tendency toward political extremism, 
the intolerance of alternative view- 
points” in American universities, all the | 
while wrapping his own extremism and 


intolerance in patriot colors. 


FEF rH warp — A ward meeting here 


ended in chaos when Democratic 


ate 
by 


leader Samuel Rappaport totally lost it 
upon learning that the quiet girl taking 
notes in the corner was actually a 
INDEPENDENT, too 
politically naive to realize that she was | 


reporter for THI 


not welcome to witness the sacred rites | 
of the quid quo pros. The encounter 


& 


began with Rappaport expressing his 
pleasure at seeing a fresh face at the 
meeting and extending his hand. The 


handshake broke up mid-pump. Then | 
the shouting began. 

“You are not allowed here, young 
muss,” Rappaport said. 

But what was Rappaport so angry 
about? What party secrets had the 
reporter captured in her marbled note- 
book? 


Said ward leader's Lombardi-like 


thoughts on the hows and whys of win- 


ning the upcoming gubernatorial race? 
Speculation on how our rural 

neighbors are feeling the effects of 

inflation on the prices of deer hunting 


licenses and square dance tickets? 
Not exactly banner headline stuff. ] 


A bret, tops. 


* * % | 


avana, Cusa — An unmanned sub- 
Hie has spotted massive pyra- 
mid-like structures just off the coast | 
that look too regular and symmetrical 
to be natural formations. If the struc- 


tures were once on the Earth's surface, it 


would have taken 50 millenia for them 
ith 2,000 feet of 
n 10 times as old 


underne 


ur 


, making th 


as the pyramids at Giza. The sub’s video 
“s h ive pr ompted speculation that 


is the lost city of Atlantis. Scientists 


ire planning a manned expedition next 
vear to investigate further. | 
ale ale al 
ae 7 se 
ANTUA The bicyclists of today 


M ire risking life and limb in West 


Philadelphia so the developers of 


row can keep th 


ir options open. 
ands of dollars 


spending tho 


developing a comprehensive bike plan, 
ity has scrapped key North-South 
1 Street. 


corridors 


around 34 
De 
an upscale retail/entertainment gateway 
long the lines of 40" St 


ypers are set to turn the area into 


it Penn, and 


vorried that wider streets would cut 


to their propective properties. Many 


of these developers haven't even gotten | 


permits or funding for their projects, 
known as “fantasy plans.” While the 
land gods haggle over percentages and 


rents, the lots can remain vacant for 


years. Planned bicycle lanes along | 
Spruce St. and 30° St. near Drexel’s 
ampus have also been iced indefinitely. 


» 
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World 


Apparently the mere possibility that 
some speculator may want to develop a 
street is enough to leave our two- 
wheeled friends fendering for them- 
selves. 


* * * 


Lp City - THE INDEPENDENT has 

moved into new quarters on the 
second floor of 307 N. Market St. Stop 
by sometime and say hello. 


* 


ITTENHOUSE — RS productions is 
Tac. again hosting all-ages music 
shows at the First Unitarian Church 
after a surprise city inspection shut the 
venue down for three months. A 
spokesperson for Licenses & 
Inspections said the raid was made in 
response to a citizen complaint. The 
complaint appears to be the work of one 
Jonathan Goldstein, a community 
activist known for wearing bow ties and 
suspenders, who was present the night 
of the inspection. Goldstein, who would 
neither confirm nor deny making the 
complaint, is running against Babette 
Josephs tor the 182™ District’s General 


| Assembly seat. 


RS’s concerts draw young crowds in 
the low hundreds, but there is no 
record, according to Ninth District 
Police Captain Kevin Bachmayer, of any 
legal problems resulting from the con- 
certs. 

Similarly, in the six years R5 pro- 
moted concerts at the church, church 
officials received no complaints from 
community members. So after three 
months of cancelled and rescheduled 
shows, what did the church have to do 
to comply with L&l’s permit regula- 
tions? “Nothing,” said church adminis- 
trator Norman Fouhy. 

Perhaps savoring this victorious 


joust with the City’s bureaucracy, RS 
fourider Sean Agnew is considering ‘a 


| run for City Council. 


* * 


PRING GARDEN The German 
Soe of Pennsylvania has had a 
Women’s Auxillary for a century, but 
now seems to be doing its best to get rid 
of it. Last November, society president 
Bernard Freitag began charging the 
auxillary a fee for use of the 238 year- 
old society’s facilities at 611 Spring 
Garden St. 

“We're a charitable organization; 
we raise money for churches, for the 
homeless,” said Women's Auxiliary 
President Doris MacPherson. “The 


amount of money we were asked to pay | 


would have precluded us from raising 
any money for charity.” 

After the auxillary couldn't pay the 
fee, the society's board asked them to 
take an “intermission” from their 
involvement with the society for an 
indefinite length of time. Freitag 
ignored several requests for further 
details on the situation. ~ 


* *% 


Email your tips to 


tips@phindie.com 


or call 
215-351-0777. 
* * 
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MOLLY’s BOOKSTORE - 1010 S. gth St. 
R.E.Loab / SKATE NERD — 142 N. 2% St. 


| RoBIN’s BookSTORE — 108 S. 13" St. 


Sopa ine / VAGABOND — 37 N. 3% St. 
SpacERoY Music — 409 South St. 

THE BOOK TRADER — 501 South St. 

& select New Fersey & New Yark merchants 
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Rap Snacks hustles Brand New 
Flavors at 5 Nickels per Bag 


CHIP-HOP MOGUL REAPS BODEGA BONANZA 


Capitalizing on Lil Romeo to the Tune 
of 2 Million Bags per Week 


~_ 


esides the faded sign, nothing 
at the Notz Brothers 
Wholesale Distributor ware- 
house suggests the empire within its 
walls. The warehouse sits behind a 
barbed wire fence just a few blocks 
from Lancaster Avenue 
Overbrook. Here, jobbers show up 
each morning to pack their box trucks 
to the roofs with freeze pops, Bubble 
Tape, David’s sunflower seeds, and 
Teeni fruit drinks. Once inside the 
wide garage doors, if you walk past 
the checkout counter (which is pro- 
tected by a shield of glass) and down 
a ramp, past mountains of Sour Patch 
Kids and Lemonheads, you'll find the 
pallets where tens of thousands of 
bags of Rap Snacks await delivery to 
outlets all over Philadelphia. 
Rap Snacks sell for 25 cents a bag 


in just about every corner store in 


in 


Philadelphia's less-affluent neighbor- 
hoods. Look for them in Kensington, 
but don't bother in Society Hill. But 
while Rap Snacks hang out in the 
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EXCLUSIVE! KRASS 
BRO. EXIT INTERVIEW 


Benny Krass: A Profile 
in Haberdashery 


KRASS, Valet of Our Heroes! 
Ali, MLK Jr., Namath, Sinatra... 


=~ BY ANTHONYTIZIANA « 


enerally, an interview con- 

sists of a series of questions 

followed by a series of rele- 
vant responses. Seems like an easy 
enough routine, right? Nope, not 
really. Simply put, Benny Krass is one 
very tough nut to crack. 


BY RICHARD CHARLES 


A few weeks prior to the official | 
closing of Krass Brothers clothing | 


store, 1 met with Benny for a chat at 
the famed ‘Store of the Stars,’ located 
on the corner of Ninth and South 
streets. Despite the relentless July 
heat, Benny was dressed to the nines 
— a showy cream-colored three-piece 
leisure suit with a five karat diamond 
in the tie, naturally. Benny and I sat 
down inside; the store was pretty 
vacant, with the exception of six 
sparse racks of old time suits and 
walls adorned with clusters of photo- 
graphs. 

At Benny’s insistence, the inter 
view commenced without delay. 

“Make with the questions! I'll 
learn you something yet.” 

First question: “So how’s the suit 
business?” 

Benny sighed and shook his head, 


Bar-B-Quing with my 


Haney 


Flavored Chips 


Rap Snacks have come a long way since the 
days of MC Potato. 


rougher parts of town, the company 
itself is pure Chestnut Hill. They 
usually receive top billing on the 


turn to Rap SNACKS, page 10 


Reviving 


STRAWBERRY MANSION LOOKS BACK ON A 
CENTURY OF “NEIGHBORHOOD TRANSFORMATION.” 


Cy inaclinoctinactacdicoc ioe hoebeo 


ANDY WARHOL'S. 
8-HOUR "EMPIRE" 


Film group spends 
Sept. 11 gazing at 
skyscraper star 


Set to our Scnbe’s 70-Year 
Synopsis of NYC Music 


=~ BY DAN BUSKIRK #™ 


t seemed a little cavalier when he 

first mentioned it, an idea that 

had the potential to get us in 
some sort of hot water. Andrew 
| Repasky McElhinney, the young Von 
| Stroheim behind the film Chronicle of 
Corpses and curator of the Chestnut 
| Hill Film Group asked if I would like 
to spin music behind his special 
screening on September 11, 2002. As 
a sort of obscure tribute, Andrew had 
become infatuated with the notion to 
show Andy Warhol’s most infamous 
| film, Empire. I knew of it by reputa- 


tion only; one continuous eight-hour 
shot of the Empire State Building, 
filmed in 1964 at dusk. There's an 
indulgent side of my personality that 
never wants to relinquish the spot- 
light once within its glare, so a chance 
to enforce my musical will for a third 
of a day on people hypnotized by 
New York’s largest star? I was game. 


turn to EMPIRE, page 9 | 


the Ruins 
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BOB HILL 


BY BLIGHT THEY MEAN THAT foo many of the college pro- 
fessors and other middle class families steadily deserted this 
dull and dangerous area and their places were often, quite 
naturally, taken by those with little economic or soctal choice 


among living places... 


— JANE JAC 


8, The Death and Life of American Cities 


n the late 1780s William Lewis, 
a prominent Philadelphia lawyer 
and judge, built a large estate that 


rested along the east bank of the 


Schuylkill River on the far edge of 


Fairmount Park. Originally bearing 
the name of Somerton, the lush house 
changed hands a few times in the 
early 19th century and was eventually 
adopted by the Grimes family. 
During the 1850s, Mrs. Grimes 
began a practice of selling strawber- 
ries and cream to the mansion’s visi- 
tors. The strawberries were hand- 
picked from the fields behind the 
house. In the years that followed, the 
estate and the region surrounding it 
became known as_— Strawberry 
Mansion. By the dawn of the 20th 
century, it was a hub for developers 
and real estate speculators. 

There are no strawberry mer- 


chants lining the sidewalk of the his- 


| toric neighborhood today. Over the 


“You do not see any person dressed up | 


lately. No one wants to look nice.” (I 
should point out that I purposely 
wore my best gray slacks and a really 
sharp pinstriped button down shirt 
for the interview. But, apparently, my 
best duds were not to his liking.) 
Masking my disappointment, I told 


turn to Krass, page 5 


Two Poems 


Sun sets 
beside lake and lonely 
I eat sandwich 


my new job starts soon 
I will miss the storm clouds — 
the warm grey asphalt 


— Chay Warp 


a == 


past 40 years a dark cloud has come to 
rest over the 8,000 residents of the 


neighborhood. Just over one century 


| after ground was originally broken for 


| the first houses to be erected along 


Monument Street, the neighborhood 
has fallen upon hard times. The street 
merchants now deal in an entirely dif 
ferent trade. Residents have receded 
from their front porches, staying 
doors most 


closed on 


behind 


evenings. 


Several of the row homes are 
boarded up skeletons of their former | 
selves. They tell a tale of entire blocks 
consumed by neglect. Those left in 


Strawberry 


either 
responsible for destroying it or intent 


Mansion are 
upon saving it. The average salary is 

just over $14,500 a year. According to 
the Pennsylvania System of School | 
Assessment Statistics for the 2000- 

2001 
Mansion High School’s graduating | 


academic year, Strawberry 


class retained only 30 percent of its 


original freshman for all four years. 


The dropout rate is a staggering 19 
percent, with 23 percent leaving dur- 
ing their sophomore year. Not one | 
student at Strawberry Mansion High 
School scored in the nation’s top | 


quartile on their SATS. 

After several years as a city coun- 
cilman, having rejected a number of 
other plans, Mayor John Street’s 
administration has proposed a $298 


million clean 


plan to up 
Philadelphia's most decrepit neigh- 
borhoods - the Neighborhood 


Transformation Initiative or NTI. 
Strawberry Mansion is at the top of 
that list. 

Mayor has already 
launched his Operation Safe Streets 


Street 


turn to MANSION, page 17 
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CITY STOPS UNLICENSED 
DEMOLITION AS RESIDENTS 
FIGHT TO SAVE HISTORIC 
APRICOT FACADE 


n” BY ARIELLA COHEN w™ 


he National building at 113 N. 2nd St. was nar- 

rowly saved from the wrecking ball this month 

when the city discovered contractors had been 

tearing up the building’s signature orange fagade without 
a demolition permit. 

Following up on a citizen complaint, Licenses and 


Inspections District Chief Terry Dillon found that Boca | 


Properties intended to demolish the building's entire 
fagade while working under a permit to “remove and 


| repair front tiles as necessary.” 
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AMERICA’S Most FAMOus 
UNKNOWN WRITER 


...Q: If you type in Cometbus on eBay — 


A: Who cares? ... We don't care what they think 
about us when we walk down the street, we 
don't care what they think about how we live, 
and I don't think we should go by their values of 
what we do creatively and its worth. Their val- 
ues in this case being that the dollar is king... 


x» & * 


READ THE REST OF OUR INTERVIEW AND REVIEW 
OF AARON COMETBUS’ NEW BOOK ON PAGE 7... 
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The Secret Sward 


There’s a halfway decent park 
hidden under the trash at FDR 


aa BY CLARK ROTH «#« 
y guy and I took the train down to FDR Park 
on Sunday. The Phillies game was happening, 
the X-Games were happening. You just never 
saw a sweeter mom than the one who lets her 9-year-old 
son get a skateboard and a mohawk and just go to town, 
as long as he wears his helmet and lets her come along. We 
saw a few of those. 

FDR’s the park that picks up across the street from 
the sports arenas and offers up a good bit of tree parking 
along its little roadways. Driving between the cars that 
arrived before you looks a little tricky, but hell. On the 
footpath where I usually go you come around a junior ball 
field—and from here up through the next hundred yards 
or so it looks like your typical dry crappy park, just some 
dirt and open space and chain link and a baseball dia- 
mond. You come around the curve and a little old-fash- 
ioned play-ground appears, one of the few swing sets I've 
seen in town with any appreciable height. The short 
swings probably help the city get sued less, but they aren't 
nearly as fun, and that's a shame. Here the equipment is 
mostly bare metal, too, not the kind that looks like over 
grown Tupperware. The slide features a skeletal arch over 
the top, like you're sliding down through a metal chute of 
some kind. Nice. 

As we walk a steady stream of baseball fans pass on 
the way to the game. Admittedly, I've never understood 
baseball. I don't know what would possess people on a 


scorching hot day to sit outside and watch the thing. Sure 


| I'm glad there’s the local ball fields tor kids to run around 


turn to FDR, page 10 
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“The application was a misrepresentation of what was 
taking place. The contractors needed to indicate that they 
were doing a demolition as opposed to removing tiles,” 
L&I spokesperson Andrea Swan said. 

The stop order two days after THE 
INDEPENDENT’s extra edition first reported on the appear- 


came 


ance of large, jagged holes in the building's glaring orange 
facade. The holes exposed corner beams and the building's 
cinderblock skeleton. 

Boca Properties, a representative of property owners 
Linda Levin and Scott Brown Associates, applied for the 
questionable permit two weeks after the Old City Civic 
Association nominated the National for historic status to 
save it from the wrecking ball. Before L&I or Levin was 
notified of the building's nomination though, the permit 


| was issued and the destructive “repair” began on the build- 


ing, former headquarters for the National Products 
Company's restaurant supply business. 
“The case became more complicated because of the 


historical designation, The contractors needed to [com 


| municate with] the Historical Commission betore begin 


ning work,” Swan said. 


turn to NATIONAL, page 5 
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“T like this town extremely.” 


Poe & Kemble on the charms 
of the Wissahiccon 
KEITH GUMERY 


BY ~ 


For S.R. With Thanks 


couple of months ago, after a break of a few 

years, I rescued my bicycle from the back of 

a friend’s garage, dusted off the cobwebs, 
and started to ride again. Since I moved to 
Philadelphia eight vears ago, one of the most con 
stant sources of pleasure has been to mount the sad 
dle and turn my wheels toward the bike trail that 
Falls 


Bridge, and winds back down the side of the We 


runs alongside the Schuylkill, loops over 


st 
River Drive. If | am feeling tired of the city, or the 


pressures of urban lite are getting to me, there 


eC 1s 
always the bike trail. It never fails to amaze me when 
I close back on the city, and the skyline is spread out 
in front of me, with the weir and the Waterworks in 


full view — while the oars of the scullers dip the riv 


and the crews in the boathouses ready their cratt and 


push out on the surtace of the water — that in this 


modern, commercial, industrial era, a great 


teel ot a finer 


this one can still have the charm and 
age. The mix of the town and country to be found 
here is a unique one. Yes, London and New York 
have their rivers and their parks, but I have seen 
nowhere that has such a sense of escape so close to 
its very center. As I cycle back to the city, nearing 
the Art Museum circle, | count myself very lucky to 
live here, and to have the amenitv of the riverside so 
close and so available. 

My observations, of course, are by no means 
new. In 1832 the English actress Fanny Kemble had 
much the same idea, and she in turn 
that 
Philadelphians and Americans to the charm ot the 


through her 


of American alerted 


journals tour 


city and the river. We know this, because Edgar 
Allan Poe tells us so 


Poe's literary connection to the waterwavs 


turn to WISSAHICCON, page 16 
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_ “Ox-Man’s Episodes,” an Anthromorphological Sonnet of 96 Frames 
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We are ashamed of what's happened and afraid of what's to come. 


t has long been an open secret that the world 

is controlled by ruthless men who help their 

friends, punish their enemies, and do their 
fathers proud. Anyone who suggests other ways of 
doing things is met first with laughter, and, where 
necessary, force. 

Today, our rulers are not trying to con their 
subjects for personal gain — a project pretty well 
taken care of last decade — but have instead invest- 
ed in a grander cause. They now propose that this 
country is a light upon the nations, that we can 
wield our swift sword and rain down our wrath of 
democracy, leaving in our wake elated natives in 
each country we destroy to save. Our rulers believe 
their cause is just, righteous, and know full well 
their power is in the dissemination of fearful prop- 
aganda abroad and at home. Their sincerity is 
chilling. 

George W. Bush's circle belongs to this class of 
men. They have railroaded their war past the 
American people and our Congress. Their diplo- 
matic arm is presently pitching the war to the 
slightly more nettlesome international community, 
even as their generals make plans to begin it. At 
each stop along the way, it seems, the President 
generously offers a chance to participate in a deci- 
sion that has already been made. 

Where have the real discussions on Iraq been, 
the ones that matter, the ones that might actually 
influence policy? Were there any? Unable to 
mount any real opposition to Bush's steamroller, 
accepting their assigned role as bit players in the 
imperial saga, Congress simply asked that they be 
made to feel as if they had contributed to the deci- 
sion. As Senator Alan K. Simpson of Wyoming 
told the New York Times, “Democrats and 
Republicans alike are saying, ‘If we have to pack 
Saddam's lunch, we want to know it’s on the up 
and up, and we want to weigh in.” 

There it is, right there, Thucydides could not 
have said it better. The decision itself has already 
been made without us, sure, but we still want to 
weigh in, say the congressmen. You're free to follow 
your conquering will wherever it may lead, dear 
Mr. President Sir, just as long as you pat us on the 
head and let us come along for the ride. To these 


GW. Bush cartoon by Jim COMP 
Page 1 National image courtesy Lost Highways Archive 


Congressmen and to Mr. Bush we say the follow- 
ing: We demand a meaningful process of law — that 
very thing on which any democracy is predicated. 
And if you do not provide us with this process, we 
will find leaders who do. 

Mr. Bush has succeeded in appeasing all these 
tagalongs without having to reasonably justify his 
war, possibly because no one in power has had the 
courage to demand that he do it. There is still no 
evidence that Iraq had anything to do with the 


September 11th attacks or is collaborating with 
Al-Quaeda. Scott Ritter, the UN’s former chief 
weapons inspector in Iraq, estimated that 90 to 95 
percent of Iraq’s weapons of mass destruction were 
destroyed during the Gulf War, and has called 
Bush a “liar.” According to a white paper pub- 
lished by the British government, Iraq's most 
advanced missile can only travel 650 kilometers, 
which is still a few feet shy of Cape Cod. Cornered 
by Israeli and U.S. weapons of nuclear annihila- 
tion, it is inconceivable that Iraq poses any direct 
threat that might warrant Bush’s misnomer of 
“prevention,” instead of calling this what it is — an 
unprovoked war of aggression. As bad as the Iraqi 
people have it under Saddam Hussein, who knows 
if they will fare better than civilians from Chile, 
Nicaragua, Vietnam, and even their own dead 
Iraqi countrymen, all lucky enough to have their 
leader handpicked by the same U.S. intelligence 
establishment assigned to “democratize” Iraq. 
Having already done a splendid job preserving civil 
liberties and the democratic process within our 
borders, they are now taking their show on the 
road. 

This stupid war is now all set to begin. It is 
tempting to say that because there is nothing we 
can do to stop it from arriving right on schedule, 
there is little we shou/d do. The President has done 
everything possible to instill this view, to make us 
the passive spectators of this double tragedy, this 
erosion of national and international law. But 
should the Bush plan succeed, we will be more 
than spectators in the eyes of history. Unless we 
stand up for what our consciences know to be 
right, we will be remembered as accomplices. # 
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Today’s Debate: Should the U.S. Rule the World? 


ONE OPINION 


ra 


~*~ BY GEORGE W. BUSH «#« 


he United States possesses 

unprecedented— and 
unequaled—strength and influence 
in the world. Sustained by faith in 
the principles of liberty, and the 
value of a free society, this position 
comes with unparalleled responsi 
bilities, obligations, and opportu 
nity. The great strength of this 
nation must be used to promote a 
balance of power that favors free 
dom... 

Our priority will be first to 
disrupt and destroy terrorist 
organizations of global reach and 
attack their leadership; command, 
control, and communications, 
material support, and finances 
This will have a disabling eftect 
upon the terrorists’ ability to plan 
and operate... 

We will not hesitate to act 


alone, if necessary, to exercise our 


right of self-defense by acting pre 


emptively against such terrorists, 
to prevent them from doing harm 
against our people and our coun 
try... 
We must deter and defend 
against the threat before it ts 
unleashed, . . . Given the goals of 
rogue states and terrorists, the 
United States can no longer solely 


rely on A reactive posture as we 


fessional baseball elul 


have in the past. 

The United States must and 
will maintain the capability to 
defeat any attempt by an enemy 
whether a state or nonstate actor 
— to impose its will on the United 
States, our allies, or our friends. 
We will maintain the forces suffi 
cient to support our obligations, 
and to defend freedom. Our torces 
will be strong enough to dissuade 
potential adversaries trom pursu 
ing a military buildup in hopes ot 
surpassing, or equaling, the power 


of the United States 


x x 


George Wo Bush 1s the Aird 
President of the Un Hi 
previously served as f the 
State of Texas and g ging 


partner of the Texas R 


leadership, the Rangers won 400 
of 924 contests 

This pinion ws taken from 
administration's “National Securtly 


Strategy of the Ur 


America, The docum 
can be found 
hitpe//www whitehouse gov/nse iss 


himl 


rh 


"oe 


ANOTHER OPINION 


~*~ BY GEORGE WASHINGTON ~ 


BB veki good faith and justice 
towards all Nations. Cultivate 
peace and harmony with all. Religion 
and Morality enjoin this conduct; and 
can it be, that good policy does not 
equally enjoin it? It will be worthy of a 
free, enlightened, and, at no distant 
period, a great nation, to give to 
mankind the magnaminous and too 
novel example of a People always guid 
ed by an exalted justice and benevo 


lence. Who can doubt that in the 


course of time and things, the fruits of 


such a plan would richly repay any 
temporary advantages which might be 
lost by a steady adherence ot it? Can it 
be that Providence has not connected 
the permanent telicity ofa Nation with 
its virtue? The experiment, at least, is 
recommended by every sentiment 
Which ennobles human nature, Alas! is 
it rendered impossible by its vices? 
The Nation, which indulges 
towards another an habitual hatred, or 
in habitual fondness, is in some degree 
a slave. It is a slave to its animosity or 
to its aflection, either of which is sutti- 
cient to lead it astray from its duty and 
its interest. Antpathy in one nation 
against another disposes each more 
readily to offer insult and injury, to lay 
hold of slight causes of umbrage, and 
to be haughty and intractable, when 


iceidental or tnifling occasions of dis 


The Prudential Line of Moderate Judamenes) PUte occur 


Hence frequent collisions, obstinate, 
envenomed, and bloody contests. TI 
Nation, prompted by ill-will and 
resentment, sometimes impels to wat 
the Government, contrary to the best 
calculations of policy Phe 
Gov ernment sometimes participates 1 
the national Propensity, and adopts 
through passion what reason ‘ould 
reject; at other times, it makes the ani 
mosity of the nation subservient to 
projects of hostility instigated by pride, 
ambition, and other sinister and per 
cious motives. The peace often, some 
times perhaps the liberty, of Nations 
has been the victim 

The duty of holding a neutral con 
duct may be inferred, without an 
thing more, from the obligation which 
justice and humanity INpose on every 
Nation, in cases where it is free to ac t, 
fo maintain inviolate the relations of 
Peace and Amity towards other 


Nations, xe xe xe 


George Washington was elected ¢ 


the first President of the U: 


178q, after Je 


' 
dr» 


Army tc 
Revolution These remarks are taken from 


Ais farewell address 


refused to run for 


term. 
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THE INDEPENDENT welcomes letters on any subject. Send yours to 
letters@phindie.com, or 307 N. Market St., 2nd Floor, Phila., 19106-2115 
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REREZRLRLRAYZRYL 
Goop RipDANCE TO Love Park 
RERERLRVRGLARY 


DEAR INDEPENDENT, 

A few thoughts on your “Who 
Owns Love Park?” [Issue #3] article. 
I would like to say just a few things 
about Love Park and your racist slurs 
against the honorable Mayor Street. 

The Mayor has said he outlawed 
skateboarders in Love Park ‘cause he 
was worried about liability insurance. 
Well that was just code for serving 
notice to all you geeky white boys 
from the suburbs — I don’t know 
where you get this “all over the 
world” shit, anytime I go by there it 
looks like a class reunion from Our 


Sacred Lady of Ardsley Middle 
School. 
Yes, the Mayor was serving 


Notice to all you rich boy geeks to get 
out of town. The Mayor was defend- 
ing his people, ‘cause whenever your 
kind shows up everybody in the old 
neighborhood has to move and the 
rents skyrocket from 200 to 2,000 
dollars. Grandma's house which went 
for ten grand last year is now selling 
half a 


moment you're 


for million. Because one 
riding skateboards, 
then Mommy and Daddy cut your 
allowance and the next day 
Stockbrokers 


making six figure incomes and pric- 


youre 


and Sales Managers 


ing the common man out of Spring 
West Philly, South Philly 
and N 


Northern Liberties. Turning the 


Garden, 


city of brotherly love into some kind 


of frightening low-rent version of 


NXG, filth of the 


earth from real estate developers to 


attracting all the 


venture capitalists. Dooming us to 
migrate out to Fishtown and the 
Greater Northeast. 

So I say, go up to New York or 
DC where they like creepy people 
like you. We don’t like you hear stop 
screwing up our beautiful city. 

As to who owns I ove Park, we 
do, the Taxpayers of Philadelphia, 
not vou non-taxpaving bloodsucking 


white devil slackers from the 
Suburbs. 
Thank you. a Street, the 


Riwoe’ VE 
TH LINCOLN EVANS 
PHILA. 19146 


Black Man'’s- 
GARI 


BL BE ELAR 


GRANDMA LIKES TO ROCK 


) ee) 
Grn Bw 


90 Sn ER VR EN LANG 
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DEAR SEAN AGNEW, 


The other day I was at Siren 


Records in Doylestown and bought 
The Philadelphia 


Summer 2002 


Independent's 
and read “All 
Fun Must Cease Immediately!” 


issuc, 
Iam 


sick to death of this country’s perse 


cution of our youth. The First 
Unitarian Church at 2125 Chestnut 
Street is doing such good works 


I have 
grandgirls, 18 


a grandson, 20, and two 
and 14. I like 
I just bought 


the 


music they listen to 


“Like Water for Chocolate” by 
Common. Be strong. Get legal aid 
Fight the system! 

GRETCHEN NEY LAUGHIER 


—— 


Lak To Be RS 


NEWTOWN, PENNA. 
REZ RERLZRLZRERE 
SOME MODEsT PROPOSALS 
REREZRERELRLRE 
TO THE Eprrors: 
Below is a poem I thought might 
do well in THE INDEPENDENT: 


when i become mayor 


the first thing i will do is hire the 
homeless to dig up the cobblestone 
in old city. then i will publish pictures 
of verbs in the dictionary, to whom i 
will delegate all responsibilities, 
including jury duty. prison will be 
voluntary. the mighty republicans 
will be serious enough to fight the 
system, however, and put me on trial. 
a professional team of ultra-modern 
kitchen appliances will defend me, all 
shiny new holding hands around the 
buttered globe. in a sexy pose, i will 
shout “voting is for pussies!” and the 
kids sitting at the dork table 
will object, having taken offense—a 


dorky 


position of tradition. as a man of 
integrity, i will 
understand the value of discipline in 


i will understand. 


the interim, since life is long, very 
long. and so we'll agree to strike a 
deal, to do more push-ups, to build 
more tall buildings in the name of 
as a man of 


justice. and finally, 


integrity, as a man of truth, i will 
resign because i really don't give a 
shit. 

—RYAN ECKES 


BZ BRE FOZ 


BOZO BE 
Poor FRANK DiCicco 


BOO BOA RL RD ROLES 
To THE EpiTors: 


I attended the town hall meeting 
at the William Way 


this month 


Community 
Center regarding the 
hateful court order that overturned 
Philadelphia's Domestic Partnership 
policies. 

For the most part, the meeting 
went very well. Our gay and lesbian 
community leaders led the discussion 
and made sure we were all heard. 
Frank DiCicco’s 
shametul display was insulting not 


However, 


only tathose of'us in the room bithe > 


as he tried to 
play the role of concerned statesman. 


embarrassed himself 


His shameless self promotion is the 
work of a slick politician more con- 
cerned about getting reelected than 
about the community. 

attacked a 


young woman who gave us all useful 


First he viciously 


information regarding a citywide 
meeting to discuss issues surround- 
His 


insistence that politicians be allowed 


ing why people leave the city. 


to enter that meeting was petty, 
childish and, quiet frankly, inappro- 
priate 

Secondly, his empty rhetoric 
regarding basic civil rights of the 
LGBT community insulted those of 
us who know he personally attacked 
his challenger in a recent ward elec- 
tion for being transgendered. 

So no matter what DiCicco says 
and no matter how many times he 


tries to convince us that he’s with us, 


I have to remind my friends and fel- 
low members of the gay communi- 
ty—he’s a politician—and not a very 
nice one judging by his behavior at 
the town hall at the Community 
Center. 
I think it’s time we dump 
DiCicco! 
Dominic WELLS 
PHILA. 19147 


To THE EpDIToRs: 

I just want to thank Frank 
DiCicco for the hike in my real estate 
taxes that 

I received this month. Oh, I 
know he’s been on television scream- 
ing about the hike. But, I happen to 
know Frank DiCicco is responsible, 
at least in part, for the hikes in our 
real estate taxes. 

Irresponsible councilmembers 
like Frank DiCicco are practically 
bought and paid for by local greedy 
developers who recklessly develop 
land, taking every pocket park, open 
space area and local pool away for 
Those developers get 
10 years off from paying any real 
estate taxes. 

And what do we get? 
bills. 

Frank DiCicco’s hypocritical dis- 
play of anger and rage that resulted 
in nothing more than a suggestion 
that we fill out an appeals form is a 
pathetic attempt to cover his own 
tracks. But we know better. 

Frank DiCicco and his developer 
friends gave us the high real estate 
tax bills. Lets not forget it! 

Bos MONTELLO 
PHILA. 19106 


more homes. 


Higher 


BOBO ROE RLRLBAD 
STANDING UP FOR BABETTE 
RPA BRL Rw ARR BRL Fad 


TO THE EbITor: 
You must be hard up for news, 
given the space you devoted to the 


loser of the 182"4 district Democratic 
primary race for State Representative. 
Your analysis of his campaign and his 
prospects is even more mystifying. 
Sk _getting clob- 
yee do Sie sapere a “for- 
midable” showing? You admit that 
incumbent and victor, Rep. Babette 


Josephs raised less than an eighth of 


526 that Andrew Hohns 
raised (as if that were a bad thing), 


Why 


should she solicit money from her 


the $5 


and she still beat him soundly! 


constituents for campaign signs 
when they already know her record, 
and that they can count on her to 
represent their interests and ideals? 
You admit that Hohns got more 
than half of his money his 
employers, who do not live in 
much less the 182nd 
legislative district. If 
knocked on every door in the district 


a half dozen times, as he claims in 


from 


Pennsylvania, 


he truly 


your piece, then his employers appar- 
ently gave him a great deal of time 
Whose inter- 
ests do you think the Cohen family 
has in mind? Something tells me it 


off from work as well. 


isn’t the residents of Grays Ferry. 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 
CHCICHNCHNCYOCYCYVEYCVOCVEHNCYNEYCOCVCVEYN 


I’m all for youthful enthusiasm 
and new ideas being injected into 
politics. But there was precious lit- 
tle in your piece to suggest that 
Hohns is capable of accomplishing 
anything. Plenty of people can sit 
over a cold beer and wax eloquent 
and visionary on the state of the city, 
the union and the planet. But what 
has he actually done? Since when 
does an ability to quote Napoleon 
and Pericles qualify anyone for elect- 
ed office? 

If Rep. Josephs were incompe- 
tent, absentee or unconcerned with 
the needs of her constituents and our 
city, then perhaps Mr. Hohns’ candi- 
dacy and your attention to it would 
make more sense. 

But the fact is, Rep. Babette 
Josephs gets elected again and again 
because of her dependable support 
for women’s reproductive rights, gays 
and lesbians, public school children, 
and seniors in need of affordable pre- 
scription drugs. She fights the good 
fights against the tobacco companies, 
the Philadelphia-hating 
Republicans, and the greedy devel- 
opers. 

Babette Josephs loves our City, 
and is up there in Harrisburg proving 
it, session after session. When was 
the last time you profiled her and the 
tough battles she wages on our behalf 
every day? 

KATHERINE BLACK 
PHILA. 19130 


To THE EDITORS: 
The “Chat 
Andrew Hohns” belies your identity. 


exhaustive with 


After reading the entire article, 
Andrew's only real achievement 
seems to be raising over $25,000 trom 
his employer ... who would obviously 
be the biggest beneficiary or having 
this 23 year-old in Harrisburg. Isn't it 
enough that our federal government 
has been bought by big business? Is 
the 182nd district now also for sale? 
Have you thought about a conversa- 
tion (not just a chat) with Babette 
Josephs? After 9 terms honorably and 
independently representing our dis- 
trict and independent minded people 
like myself who live here, Yethink 
youd find it enlightening. 

Let’s not look at Andrew’s abili- 
ty to schmooze, hang around with 
the guys in Grays Ferry drinking 
beer, raise money 
Let’s look at Ms. Joseph's ability and 


record of intelligent and effective 


and campaign 


leadership. 
HELEN LONDON 


BORAGE RE RLRLESL 
FOUND AT THE CORNER OF 
6TH & MARKET 
BPA-BGrk- 

7-11-00 
START sample @ 0955. 
Good flow / very cloudy / 
sheen. 


BOD BROLRLRL 


small 


Previously pumped approx. 35 
gallons on 7/10 & 7/11 (a.m.) 

Ran dry 0959. 

Restart @ 1001. 

Produced approx. 6 gallons. 

Cover w/ spill pad... 
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You've heard the stories. Riots in the bookstores. Stampedes in 
of literate hooligans tearing one anoth 


the streets. Hundreds 
er limb from limb to secure 
the latest issue of THE 
PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 
We probably deserve 
blame for the recent hystena, sell 


some 


> filadelpphia 


Be Sec 


ing our paper for a ridiclously low 50 cents and limiting our press run to a scant 10,000 


copies This is why we've decided to offer a way to Grcumvent newsbax queues that have 


been reported to stretch around an entire aty block. Lock in your subscription now, 


before the trials of enterprise jade our youthful generosity into c allous greed. 


Just follow these six simple 


steps to have a uniformed U.S, Government 


employee he and-deliver your very own copy (with thank-you note enclosed, of 


course) of THE PHILADE! 


{IA INDEPENDENT 


AS A Oe ope Done © hea ees G 
CACICICICOCOCOCGOEONE) ICMEAIEIEINEIIEINCDENCIT 


METHOD OF SUBSCRIPTION: 


5 


Ep © Ke oe . Cut out this handy subscription form, or make a photocopy, if 
+ 
PD ndepender 


you wish to keep your edition of 
Circle 


ne of the three subscription 


Issue Three pristine. 2, 


packages below. 3. Place form in envelope with a check 


or money order payable to THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT and a slip of paper 


bearing your mailing address. 4. Address envelope to THE PHILADELPHIA 
INDEPENDENT, Bureau of Subscriptions, 307 N. Market St. 2nd Floor, 


Phila., Penna. 19106. Attach stamp. 5.Drop said envelope into mailbox. 


6.Sit & wait a bit...now read & enjoy. 


#1. The Rizzo 


) 
A Ue 
\{/le4 
1// \ 
ay) 
vat as 


Rugged and rotund, The Rizzo isn't afraid to bust a 
long as the job 


few heads or save a few penmics as 
gets done 
INDEPENDENT by mail, 
bearing the image of young Benj: 


For $15 you get 6 issues of 
a stylish pinback button 
umin Franklin at his press, 


$40 


THe 


and an INDEPENDENT sticker to slap ¢ on your nightstick. 


GEOEOECEDE OS 


#2. The Freemason 


Help us lay a cornerstone in our humble Lodge with 
a Freemason subscription. Your $40 gets you 12 
issues of THE INDEPENDENT, the Rizzo package, 
plus THE INDEPENDENT’s original broadsheet poster 
and t-shirt. No ritual of initiation is necessary. 


r2 
Issues 


#3. The Franklin 


Frugality is okay, but it doesn’t compare with mag- 


namity. The Franklin includes a perpetual subscrip- 
tion to THE INDEPENDENT, the Freemason package, 
INDEPENDENT artist Jacob Weinstein's tragicomic 
trilogy Dirty Boxes, and an invitation to dine and 
converse with THE INDEPENDENT’s editors in our 
lush offices. Live musical entertainment, cocktails 
and conversation will be provided. All this for one 


Benjamin, plus $75 if you want to bring a friend. 


Send a check or money order along with your mailing address to: 
THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT // BUREAU OF SUBSCRIPTIONS // 307 N. MARKET St, 2ND FLooR. // PHILA, PA 19106 
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Find Comfort. 700 Chestnut Street Philadelphia. +1 215 223 5663. 


Starr Restaurant Organization 


HARRY’S SMOKE SHOP 


ESTABUS}ER 1938. E ~ oP | 


1S North 3rd Street » Old City 


Philadelphia, PAI9 106 215.925.4770 
OPEN MONDAY - SATURDAY 


Premium Cigars by the Box, Cost plus 20% 


Voted “Best of Philly”- Philadelphia Magazine 


Cquaresville, USA. 


vintage clothing, eyewear & nifty stuff 


from the 40's - €O's 


239 G. 13th St. 
*\ Philadelphia, 19107 
N 


ns PRSORR RS | called) has been the subject of learned conversation from Kathmandu to the kitchen table. 


DO THE 


MAT H: 
drinteiciets 


BIGGER ads. LOWER 
rates. Never left 
out in the rain or 

thrown away. Reach 

the coffeetables & 
conversations of 


www .Standardtap.com 


kitchen open everyday at Sp 
brunch weekends from ila 


STANDARD TAP 


10,000 


paying readers 


all over the region. 
Our ad packages 
start at 


$50.00. 
Call 215-351-0777 
for details. 


| Scientists and speculators have been talking up @ new machine reportedly able to travel up to 20 miles per hour on city Sidewalks 


without any emissions, Urban planners say the contraption could case traffic and cut travel times, resulting in billions of dollars 


pumped back into the economy and reduced dependency on foreign oil. Heretofore Known only as “Ginger,” the “Bicycle” 


(as it’s 


~ 


PAGE 4 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


To THE\ UNCHARTABLE DEPTHS AND NEBULOUS PERIPHERIES 


Goddess Triumverate Spins Time’s Fabrics 


O/d is the new New at new Old City Clothier Sodafine 


OWNERS SPOTTED WITH SHEARS, THREAD & DISTAFF 
BuT DENY CONTROL OF HUMAN DESTINY 


~ BY ARIELLA COHEN 


ike a 13th century Italian 
halfway to Bejiing or a 15th 
century Spainaird in Kochin, 


the Sodafine ladies find their the best 


short in front and long in back, and 
refer to the style as a “mullet,” and 
often manage to keep a straight face 
about it. When she met Mayseles 


fabrics on the road. They know good two years ago, Weckerle was finish- 


~ 


baubles. Likewise, the sharp, pointed 
toes on patent leather knee-high, 
high heeled, silver-buckle boots spot- 
ted on a Sodafine top shelf could kick 
a face in like a Doc Martin and let 


Nimble Dragon flies past 
sluggish SEPTA Snail! 


New York <——> Philadelphia 
% Daily X 


A First-Class Coach: Wide, Padded Seats & Pleasing Odors 
Giving Tortoisine Transit Authority a Run for Its Money 


AUTUMN 2002 


Laughing it Off 


ayson Scott Musson navigates the opening of “Too Black for 
B.E.T.” with a little help from Fay Germeister 


t is characteristic for a First 
I Friday opening at Space 1026 to 

be scruffier, less genteel, and far 
more drunken than the average affair 
offered to the conscien- 
tious art appreciator by 
way of Old City. “Too 
Black For B.E.T.” 


~~ =©6©BY LOREN HUNT ~ 


PEOPLE DON’T CRY,” Musson 
titles a stream-of-consciousness rant 
that begins with the cultural loss of 
black people in America and ends 


GLUED TOGETHER AND 
THEN THEIR FACES MELTED 
OFF.”). Musson is not 
whiteboy dreadlocks because of their 
Rastafarian connotation. 
He’s against them because 
he thinks they’re ugly. His 


against 


deals are hard to find and hesitate to ing a degree in painting. The third the victim see the damage in their 3 is a political views are presear: 

divulge where they mirror-like gleam. aa BY RICHARD CHARLES mo good excuse for a party in q ed without bestowing par- 
: Gad. their silken Many of Chinatown, supplied at ticular significance or 
(more rayon, really) Sodafine’s vintage e all pretty much hate I step out of a cab at the East | 1026 Arch Street on ia) claiming any credibility on 
| booty, beyond: their pieces, such as a W SEPTA. My guess is that Broadway Mall at 88 E. Broadway September 6 by Jayson = the artist's part. On the 
: ownwclosets pearled creme the R7 SEPTA train to and dodge merchants selling bootleg | Scott Musson. Inside, contrary, Musson's absur- 
| Since their burst sweater-tank or a| New York via a connecting New CDs, phone cards, and snapping tur- | there is an aluminum dist interpretations of 
| Friday opening, rose-blossom turtle- | Jersey Transit Northeast Corridor  tles. Asking for help in finding my | container with the con- would-be important issues 
: Sodafine, locatediin neck, could easily from Trenton is among the most irri- bus, I am met only by “Bus outside!” | gealed remains of some- facing Americans do 
| the backroom of 27 adorn a Long Island | tating ’ of the Transportation and a nervous series of headshakes. | thing vaguely edible in everything to discredit the 
N. 3rd boutique railroading-grandma | Authority lines. Here is a list of my Five minutes of pacing later, I turn | appearance, moderate- artist. 
Vagabond, has sold headed to a date at | complaints: the corner down Forsythe St. and run | volume hip hop coming This is art intended to 
several t-shirts, a Licoln Center, or 1. The train is peppered with into a smiling face. “Bus to | from the speakers, and a infuriate, upset, or other 
$39 dollar dress and camouflage a temp | creeps yammering on cell phones; or _ Philadelphia?” I nod. “Yes please.” throng of people massed wise disarm the viewer 
| some vintage items, agency virgin, eager | Worse, pecking away at laptops. The smiling face and an older in the center of the room. without accepting any 
| including a pair of E : to blend into the 2. The train is routinely late. permed woman hits me with a flurry The only resemblance responsibility for these 
two-tone knee-high ebekah Maysles & Erin Weckerle guard the temporal strands at Sodafine. office's eggshell This is especially annoying when the of questions. “One way?” “Round | between Space 1026 and results. The use of faux 
cowboy boots. When I wallpaper. Vintage | connecting New Jersey Transit train trip?” “No? Round trip only 10 dol- | one of the more tradi- OF PERS ignorance alongside faux 
drop by the store four days after the owner, Emily Geddes, the only prices range from $68 for a thigh- | has left before I have even arrived on lar?” I politely decline and hand over tional Old City gallery UASIVE MEN politics effectively releases 
| opening, co-owner Erin Weckerle is | member of the trio to attend fashion _ length wool, fur-collared winter coat the Trenton platform. a fiver. She notices my difficulty in | openings is the respectful the artist from any pressure 
| alone, knitting and listening to the — school, met Weckerle at a Yale sum to $28 for the aforementioned tutle- 3. As a gentleman of height, 1 deciphering Chinese characters and | alleys along the walls W TH BEARDS to make a coherent state 
Cure. She wants to finish a sweater mer painting program. The store is _ neck. often find myself cramped awkward- _ points down the street at a group of | where the art is hung. = ment regarding either. A 
before the autumn cold really starts the the trio’s first collaboration. Lined up against a lime and pink ly in my seat with my knees in my _ buses. Musson skulks in the viewer is forced to consider 
] setting in So far, their own designs have tube top with matching skirt, a ‘60s | mouth. I'd imagine a man of girth has “That one?” corner, nervously adjust- and weigh both as equal 
] Sodatine sells vintage women’s _ sold better than the vintage line, per- vintage maize mu-mu and a few pas- | similar issues with the seating “No. Across street.” ing the volume of the contributions to the work. 
H and men’s clothing, including flat haps because vintage shopping is like tel rayon camisoles, it is in Maysles’ | arrangements. “Oh, that one?” | stereo and sipping from a Courtesy of Jayson Scott Musson, who also wears a beard. Musson, while finding it 
| front trousers, sweaters and button paying the butcher to do your hunt oddly-elegant, broken-heart-and 4. SEPTA trains malfunction. “No. One in front.” She ends up bottle of Jagermeister con- difficult to define his work in 
i downs for “stylish young gentlemen,” — ing for you —fast, bloodless and easy,  curlique patterned jacket dress that Regularly, When the brakes get walking me right to the door. cealed in the pocket of his polyester with an insinuated homosexual rela layman's terms, offers this: “The 


as well as the designs of the three 


Weckerle, Rebekah Maysles, 


ilv Geddes 


but not without certain moral ques 
owners, 
ar d i I 

Weckerle says Sodafine 
uren't about fashion trends 
We do our own stuff.” 


tions. Sodafine’s $24 seersucker pants 
cost $20 more than Village Thrift’s 


the seersucker pants. But while Sodafine 


womer otters none of the exotic pugency or 


staple-tag wounds of an afternoon at 


Sodafine’s voice as a fashion-house 
shrieks the loudest. It comes as no 
surprise when Weckerle tells me this 
dress is Rebekah’s favorite. Under the 
label “me-me” Maysles produces 


flower-print mini-skirts reminiscent 


broke, the train slows to the speed of 


the famous New York southern hair- 
cut migrations. The haircuts take the 
lead when trains experience “signal 
problems,” which, so far as I can tell, 
means that the train stops for 30 


The driver refuses my extended 
ticket. He motions me onto the bus. 
I sit quietly and wait for the bus to 
fill. It never does. The Dragon 
Coach, carrying just me and four 
other passengers, pulls up to East 


When congratulated, he 
immediately offers the bottle 


pants. 
and 
cringes comically. 

“My I probably 
shouldn't get all wasted in front of 


mom’s_ here. 


my mom.” One feels compelled to 


tionship between the viewer and 
rapper Jay-Z. One poster depicts 
side-by-side portraits of Osama Bin 
Laden and Jesus Christ, boldly cap- 
“BEWARE! OF PERSUA 
MEN WITH BEARDS.” 


tioned, 


SIVE 


work can function as a cultural 


assault...1 wage an aesthetized battle 
upon the social human and its cul 
tural description...it is my goal to do 
damage to the institutional human.” 
elements in 


There are certain 


Weckerle and Maysles met in a the thrift store, it does boast a plum of something a favorite aunt would | minutes to an hour at a time. Broadway and makes a left. | steer his attention to the posters on Gleeful, cavorting Mickey Mice Musson’s show designed to insult 

drawing class at Temple University’s selection. Judging from display items — wear to Coney Island in 1942, except Not too long ago, I got wind of a Can the Dragon Coach company | the wall and express incredulity that scamper across the top of another _ practically everyone who ever drew a 

Tyler School of Art. Mayseles had such as as an arm of $6 lucite ban- _ shorter, t-shirts and the narrow jack- | bus that would take me from afford to send a bus 90 miles south if | there is a line drawn in his personal that proclaims, “POST 9-11 breath, not in the least those whose 

just left Bard College, a small liberal gles, Weckerle, Maysles and'Geddes’ et-dresses. She sketches naked, | Chinatown, Philadelphia to it has grossed just 25 dollars? How | ¢thics between allowing his mother “AMERICA? I' FUCKING LOVE ° definition of “art” does not allow for 


arts school in upstate New York — labor has paid off-It could take days 


students today wear their hair 


where 


to unearth such gleaming plastic 


stocking and beach-costumed ladies 


across the stretches of cotton earlier 
generations called undershirts. She 
at Urban Outfitters, 


draws what, 


Chinatown, New York City. The bus 


| offers a nonstop trip with a personal 


| overhead light (not unlike that of an 


airbus) and a film with Chinese sub- 


can they pay the driver, fill the tank 
with gas, and pay tolls? Beats me. I'm 
no economist; I just want a cheap 
ride home 


to see him wasted and allowing her 
to look ‘at his work. 

Somewhere in the midst of this 
bacchanal Musson’s mother coolly 


| iy 

The subject matter approached 
in Musson's button-pushing anti- 
propaganda is apolitical in that it is 


dissidents of Musson’s variety 
"THe * the 


destruction of the art object. If the 


work ‘approaches 


art object is coveted for its singulari 


Rosenbach Museum & Librar >, > , : : titles. And, as if these luxuries weren't About 30 minutes later we come | views one huge poster after another. not intended to represent any given ty and uniqueness, then my work is 
y Paul Frank’s machines aspire to cap- enough, the trip costs just five dol- out of the Holland Tunnel. The In spare black-and-white, printed _ political position, but to propose that the antithesis to the art object 
ture. At 15 bucks a pop, hers run lars, which is about 10 dollars cheap- Dragon Coach lumbers past hotels, cheaply from QuarkXpress files at such institutions are no less sacred But...in the end I’m still manufactur 


Some pertrmoncesckeody sow! Box office: 215-925-7686 215 Atl 3 23 01 Ne 
: bree with museum admission Call to register Mum Puppettheatre + 115 Arch Street + Old City + www mumpuppet.org * 215-925-7686 z 

seating ts limited SeCeSeeeseeeeeeeeeeseeeseseseeeeseeesee 
| i; HISTORY OF THE BOOK ——— = > 
SALON ¢ 
oe Bags Madse For Couriers 


were watching the works 
of a genius. That's because 


cheaper. 

“T would rather pass a woman on 
the street wearing my drawing on her 
shirt than have it hang above a couch 
somewhere,” Maysles says. Erin nods 


in approval. ~ 


er than SEPTA / NJT. 
This bus, called the Dragon 


Coach, arrives at and departs from 
10th and Race in Philadelphia. 
Another crummy ride on SEPTA 
and NJ Transit convinces me to step 


the Newark International Airport 
The girl a few rows up and across the 
aisle peeks back every time I ruffle 


papers. Two older gentlemen, parked 
in the first two rows directly in front | 
of the television, fall asleep and rock 


Kinko's, 


easily accessible materials to push an 


Jayson Scott Musson uses 


| agenda of unbridled, bristling sar- 


casm that he will swear is apolitical. 
At first glance, this seems impossi- 
ble. The posters use crowded, often 


“Shakespeare” the phenome- 
non was born long after 
Shakespeare the playwright 
died. The Making Shakespeare 
exhibition shows how writers 
like Samuel Johnson, actors 
like the Kembles, and the 
infamous forger William Henry 
lreland turned a pretty good 
playwright from Stratford 

into the literary superstar of 

4 English culture. 


From the company that produced Equus 


$1 for the 1*show up to $24 for the 24" 


Be etre Mad oman 
of Chaillot 


by Jean Giraduoux 


Mum Puppettheatre presents 


Adapted by Maurice Valency 

Directed by William Roudebush 

Starring Jennifer Childs Aaron Cromie 
Dawn Falato Dave Jadico Robert Smythe 
Costumes by Susan Smythe 

Lighting by James P Murphy 

Settings by Dirk Ourossetie 


Oct 22 — Nov 16 


4 MAY 


HOPE ON 7TH 


éth & h & BainbCdee 
life recycled € ) everyday 12 


c 


November 14 & 21, 
December 5 & 12; 6-8PM 
($100 members; $135 


Wednesday Nov. 6 & 20, 
December 11; 7PM 


| POETRY 


non-members) 


CURATORIAL TOURS 


5 Friday, December 13; Noon 
Wednesday, November 13; Saturday, December 14;2PM 


7:30PM 


PERFORMANCE 


Friday, December 13; 


7:30PM 
October 23 - November 2 


vintage and homemade ° 
clothing & accessories 
for men & women 


37 n. 39 st. philly 
in the backroom of 


vagabond boutique 


By Couriers 


@eeeeeesesesesesseeeeeseeeeseee 


and subject to absurd irreverence 
than the all-pressing issue of white 
boy dreadlocks (Musson lectures in 
one of the pieces, “THEM SHITS 
LOOK LIKE AN ASSORT 
MENT OF DEAD SQUIRRELS 


ing an object. I’m really not destroy 
ing a damn thing, I’m making art.” 
This is a statement infused with all 
the joy and satisfaction of a five-vear 
old smashing a 


Lego project 


Because in the end, surveying the 


William shakeensal earliest into this Dragon Coach on the gently back and forth as the Dragon | unadorned text to mock one seem- ALL REACHING FOR THE crowd gathered at 1026 for Jayson 
audiences had no idea they : : : ; ingly untouchable sociopolitical SAME NUT AT ONCE, BUT IN } 
et t e Sunday night. turn to DRAGON, page 11 : . sigh Marea a agai id turn to Musson, page 11 
eae oa on sh ad sia institution after another. “BLACK THE PROCESS THEY GOT te 


&G COZMIC CAT’S 
HALLOWEEN DRESS-UP 


Pi PARTY!!! 


thursday oct 3ist 

Soma lounge 33 s 3rd st. 
no cover 

10pm-2am 

21+ w/ID 


giveaways for the best costumes 


djs Jugo & Cozmic Cat 


die 


RELEASE THE BATS =< oe 
a Dracula Flim & Cultural Festival (in ; The R.E.Load messe nger bag was born as a direct 
av aniunhaanicie tein TA hours: response to the lack of dur ability and features of 

www.rosenbach.org for details ~ existing bags on the marke 

; . : arket. We make cach and every 

Rosenbach Museum & Library Mon - Sat: 11 —7 SkateWe rd mM Od City custom bag completely from scratch, 
2008 DeLancey Place my a = 
Philadelphia, PA 19103 Sunday 712-5 We can make a bag especially for you. Give us your 
215.732.1600 C fe als GA S) W: buy and sell used and new skateboard decks, wheels, designs and ideas and we ‘Il do the rest 

. . ' . ¢ res 
wivwrosentuch ore 215 - 574 - 911 2 trucks, magazines, books, dvd's, shirts, and pants 

gallery and boutique 
ane 

Tues, Thurs, Fri: 11 am - 4 pm : > : Haaainht 
Medi actor 401 south 16th street NER 142.N. 2nd St., Philadelphia PA 19106 Ph. 215-922-2018 / reloadbags.com / skatenerd.com 
Sat and Sun: 10 am - 5 pm Y D philadelphia, pa 19146 é 
@ The Rovenbach is accessible to persons with disabilities. 215.545.6226 = — = 
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Our INTREPID MARINERS SET FORTH TO EXPAND THE KNOWN UNIVERSE 


Will tomorrow’s condos wear the face of yesterday? 


from NATIONAL, page 1 
Until an October 24 hearing at 
City Hall to determine whether the 
National facade will be preserved, the 
building will remain under a city 
mandated quiet with Dillon’s stop 
work order posted above smashed 
terra cotta and police periodically 
monitoring the site. Anyone who 
continues work on the building risks 

a $300 fine and 90 days in jail. 


National building at 113 N. 20d 
Street. The city had yet to grant a 
demolition permit for the complex 
when the entire structure — several 
buildings — burned to the ground. 
The case was determined to be arson 
but no one was ever found responsi- 
ble. In 2002, the city approved a per- 
mit to build a parking lot on the site, 
but the property’s owner has not 
begun construction. 

Levin, who inherited several 


bors are not opposed to condomini- 
ums or retail development. Like the 
lot’s owner, most of Old City wants 


to see North 29's vacant lots filled 
with mixed-use complexes that 
would put shops behind the street 
level facade with residences above. 
The fight is over the charm of 
the National’s zigzagging chrome 
canopy, the brushed aluminum tran- 
som and the low-rise jack-o-lantern 
face. The owner’s hired architects, 


NEST ELEVATION <emrs 
ne eS 


a 


OLASS PANELS IN ALUPIUP 
FRAMES @ SHOWROOM, TYP 


TAI ESS STEEL LETTERS TYP 


TERRA COTTA PANBLE 


@LASE COOR BEYOND 


THE NATIONAL RESTAURANT SUPPLY 


13-151 NORTH SECOND STREET, PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA 


tables, to the relief of community 
members like Richards, who heads 
Elfreth’s Alley Museum. 

“Development needs to be 
appropriate to the setting. The 
National is an important example of 
how residential buildings shift into 
industrial ones,” Richards said. 

As chance would have it, the 
1954 National building shares a 
loading dock, parking lot and street- 
front with Elfreth’s Alley, the oldest 


ing the height of Old City buildings 
to 64 feet. 

Old City real estate is in high 
demand and has been since the early 
1990s when the area shook off its 
post-industrial malaise to become an 
upscale row of galleries, bars and 
restaurants. Many say the charm of 
the neighborhood's brick trinities and 
narrow cobblestone corridors is the 
force behind the recent renaissance. 


“Nothing is more valuable than 


ABOVE: Two views of the damage to the National's facade. 
The contractor's license was to “remove and repair” tiles. 


CO. 


LEFT: A schematic of the National drawn for the 


preservation alliance by CARA CARROCCIA, AIA. 


PRESERVATION ALLIANCE FOR GREATER PHILADELPHIA RECORDING PROJECT 


Preservationists fighting to save 
the National are happy about L&l’s 
stop work order, but say they still 
aren't sure the building’s facade is 
safe. 

“We worry about midnight 
‘repairs, said Old City Civic 
Association member Rich Thom. As 
chair of the Civic Assocation’s devel- 
opment committee, Thom has 
fought to keep high-rises and above- 


ground parking complexes out of 


Old City. “The building is owned by 
[Linda Levin] who owned the prop- 
erty across the street that was burnt 
down.” 

,,, A,second National complex, used 
to sit in what is now a vacant lot 
across the street from the contested 


4 


National properties when company 
founder Harry Caplen died in 1994, 
would have to file for another demo- 
lition permit and wait at least six 
weeks before taking the fagade down. 
By that time, Thom hopes to have 
the building listed on the 
Philadelphia Register of Historic 
Places, which would ensure that any 
future developments incorporate the 
existing facade into the design. 
“The building’s facade is Art 
Moderne. There’s no other major 
example of it in Philadelphia. Then 
the inside is 19th century commer- 
cial, much like the rest of the already- 


Thom said. 
The National building’s neigh- 


BIKE-FOR A BETTER: 


a] body 
b] philly 
c] world 


JY d] all of the above 


TROPHY BIKES 


311 Market St. [Old City] 
mon>fri. 11-7 sat+sun 9-5 


hybrid ® mountain ® road 
fixed gear ® single speed 


bmx ® cyclocross ® touring 


experienced staff 


skilled repairs 


accessories & clothing 


classes & rentals 


215.625.7999 
www.trophybikes.com 


AUTHORIZED DEALERS FOR: 


jamis/fuji/redline/gunnar 


waterford/if/moulton/surly 
worksman/shimano/campagnolo 
avid/mavic/jannd/ortlieb/avocet , 
pearl izumi/manitou/timbuk2 _ 
phil wood/baileyworks/smartwool 
kryptonite/bell/diadora/brooks 
native eyewear/continental/cateye 


Bower, Lewis and Thrower, however, 
say the building is a white elephant. 

“T like the building in the same 
sense that I like a lot of retro things, 
but we shouldn't retain it just because 
it is a curiosity,” said Jack Thrower, 
one of the firm’s partners. “I am not 
saying we should be making some 
fairy-tale Williamsburg but [the 
National] is such a dissonant note 
that I question the value of keeping 
it.” 

In February of 2002, the city 
granted Scott Brown Associates a 
permit to demolish the Company 
building and erect a 15-story, parking 


; ‘. : ” |, 160-uni identi id 
‘preserved, historic neighborhood, "1 48¢H..160 unit, KESiTEnHA, Ane aecendy: Gh et 


mplex on the vacant for. 
project never made it off the. drafting 
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FOOD & DRINK 
LIVE MUSIC 


3RD & BROWN STREETS 
NORTHERN LIBERTIES 
215-413-3666 
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continuously inhabited residential 
street in the United States. The 
National building’s proximity to 
Elfreth’s Alley boosts the site’s real 
estate value, but also creates sensitive 
preservation issues with its neigh- 
bors. 

“National shares property with 
the alley, so building there is a real 
community issue. Imagine taking a 
tooth from your mouth. You take one 
out and then the others extend and 
jut out, move around,” Richards said 

Bower's proposed design for an 
80-foot high complex would tower 
over the colonial scale of neighboring 
rowhouses. The project's approval 


avoid violating an ordinance restrict- 
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“UP THIS END” 
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S f AD oath 


LATE NIGHT MENU 
SUNDAY BRUNCH 
PRIVATE PARTIES | 
BUSES WELCOME 
SIDEWALK SEATING 
MON NITE FOOTBALL 
BOOK YOUR HOLIDAY 
PARTIES NOW! 
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ain AUD AW AUT 


THINK YOU'RE 
-COM-PETENT? 


Know for sure. 

We make it easy to 
put your business 
on the web. 


(*? ABACUS 


5 YEARS OF GRAPHIC DESIGN IN PHILLY 


FOR MORE INFORMATION, CONTACT 
WWW.ABACUSSTUDIOS.COM * 215-599-2005 


“@ wdfiante 67 


vacant land in a historic district. You 
get the advantages of preserved, his 
toric buildings and the added value of 
the land, but none of the costs of pre- 
serving an older structure,” Thom 
said. 
Three doors down from the 
National’s tormer headquarters sits 
yet another National building, this 
one already in the midst of renova 
tion. Recently approved as a National 
Historic Place, 


space’s original fagade will be pre 


this industrial loft 


served in its new incarnation as a 

complex of luxury condominiums. 
“People think everything should 

look like the streets of Society Hill,” 
Ridg!s$——t + aoe \ 
turn to NATIONAL, page 11 


Listening to the pipes & Benny Krass 


from Krass, page 1 
Benny that not many people want to 
wear three-piece suits in the swelter- 
ing heat. Benny concurred, and 
explained that he would wait for win- 
ter. 

As we waited, I asked Benny if 
he thought the change of seasons 
would increase the store’s business. 
He mulled the question over for a 
good amount of time, then tilted his 
eyebrows in an accusatory manner 
and said, “Listen kid, did you sleep 
with my wife last night?” Before I 
could beg his pardon, he quickly 
blurted out, “Not a wink! Not a 
WINK)” Benny was tickled 
with himself, but then his 
stare focused sharply on me 
and demanded a response. I 
laughed a bit (while Benny 
laughed, I calculated a few 
numbers in my head, assum- 
ing Benny had a wife about 
his same age, the age gap 
between his wife and I 
would be at least 60 years. 
While I found his joke lim- 
ited to a specific age group, | 
enjoyed his George Burns-like 
approach to comedy). At this point, 
it seemed like the ice had been 
stomped on and thoroughly broken 
to pieces, clearing the way for a 
smooth transition into friendly ban- 
ter. 

Adjusting to the informal atmos- 
phere, I leaned back in my folding 
chair and asked Benny to tell me 
about the store’s history. Benny 
decided that he didn’t really feel like 
talking about the suit business, so 
instead we listened to the faint hum- 
ming of the pipes fill the empty store 
for a long minute. Then as a change 
of pace, Benny decided to ask me 
some questions, “Why can't trains 
and I have little trains?” I was 
stumped. “Because we PULL OUT 
ON TIME!” “What did the egg say 
to the boiling water?...I just got laid, 
‘how do you expect me to get hard so 


soon?” 


Benny’s string of one-line queries 
lasted for a good length of time. 

Eventually, I managed to reverse 
the roles, scooting along to my next 
question, “So, is there any truth to 
the rumor that you're selling this 
place?” Benny assured me, in a very 
angry tone, that he was not going out 
of business and that if he planned to 
sell the store, he would sell it. 

Fair enough. I took a glance 
around at the sad and desolate racks 
of outdated merchandise and won- 
dered how Benny had stayed in busi- 
ness for so long. Sure, the place made 


a nice museum displaying the fash- 


A younger Benny Krass selling suits on television 


ions of the ‘50s and ‘60s. A nice time- 
capsule, but a profitable business 
venture? 

“So Benny, can you talk about 
Krass_ Brothers 
endured 54 years of business, outlast- 


the reason has 
ing most of the clothing stores that 
once lined South Street?” Benny 
credited “being successful” as the key 
to the store's staying power, end ot 
story. Precisely. Next question 

“What made the store such a 
huge success?” Without hesitating, 
Benny replied, 

“I'm a big star in show business.” 

A bit puzzled, I asked Benny to 
elaborate. As it turns out, in the mid- 
‘60s to the early ‘70s Benny directed 
and starred in a series of 10-second 
slapstick commercials for the store. 
According to Benny, the commercials 
garnered national attention, building 
a loyal and famous customer-base 


Ge All Bottles 1/2 Price <3 


Fondly reflecting, he explained that 
all the commercials featured 8 to 12 
statuesque women clad in swim wear. 
I quickly realized a conversational 
topic that Benny was willing to dis- 
cuss — the ladies. 

Benny began to engage in uncle 
talk, “Oh the women...I've been 
everywhere, | know women trom 
Florida to California.” Apparently, 
Benny was (and, arguably, still is) 
quite the lady-killer. In fact, back in 
his heyday, after having his hair pro- 
fessionally combed, he'd hit the club 
circuit nearly every night. Benny's 
mind seemed deeply entrenched in 
recollection, so I remained 
quiet and listened to the 
pipes hum again. 
several 


Later, after 


failed attempts at posing 
questions unrelated 


‘broads,’ I asked Benny 
what the best thing about 
owning and running Krass 
Brothers was, to which he 
replied, “Being successful 
Just look at the walls! I got 
the pictures to prove it!” 

I lis voice was vexed, m ik 
ing it obvious that my questions were 


bec ymung increas. § irritating. | 
thought a break from talking would 
be appl priate at this Pp int, So I 


excused myself in order to look 


around at the enormous clutter of 


glossy five-by-seven photos coverir 


the walls. There were literally over a 
thousand ph »tographs of celebnt 
of the photos hac 


chentele (none 


been taken recently). Behind the 


rickety old counter hung a photo ot 


Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. shopping 


for suits on South Street. 1 eagerly 
asked Benny what it was like pr 
ing apt irel ra tar 
American history 

Hi response was very curt il 
in showbiz. | know all the star All 


right, fine. 


I continued to make my way 


turn to Krass, page 11 
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‘PAPER TIGERS 


ALSO KNOWN AS PAPER LIONS, PAPER BEARS, PAPERDELPHIA, AND THE ESCRITOIRE'S ACCOMPLICE. 
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BERKLEY’S HOMER LIVED HIS ODYSSEY 


n at Spector Gallery in November as a part of 
, visit http://www. spectorspector.com. 


rk will be show 
informa 
oa 


Ss — An Interview with Aaron Cometbhus 


BY JEFFREY D. PEULY {fe 


hy Randall Sellers, whose work 


&$e¢dedhe he oe & SS + 


= The Phases | 


irst off, congratulations with 
the book; initial thoughts on the 
release? 

Thanks. I'm 
relieved, it’s just a huge relief. 
The main thing that I'm 


Cheri and | 


You were exposed to a great light briefly before development: 

and not a word convinces you otherwise as you see the various lights around 
others. It is not for classification; necessary, it lets you in 

on this: the purpose to be close (light) remember. 


just 


excited about is, with each 


BOOKSTORE 
we = Since 1971 ww 
diternative & Scholarly Books 
New, used & out-of-print 

at he 


- Saturday 


Your first house was shy on light, has kept you little 

as some plants are little as the functions done for them: 
cup of dirt, some water, pull off the dead parts. This type tends to stay small 
as for need seeking just enough light. So what? 
all light is puny compared to the first (remember) 


Who found you in dirt discounting aloud your brain’s lack of lift 
She could say such things because she did. (Anyone can 


oo 2 and why not?) What’s more this weirdo wanted you to love her. 


a - 
3920 Spruce Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19104 
(215) 222-1576 


eae NNa 

Meliy’s 

CAFE & BOOKSTORE 
1010 S. 9th Street 
“In the heart of the Italian Market” 

| ae he vh& 

Now accepting quality used books for 
cash, credit or donation 

he a he 


Single volumes to entire libraries. 


Call 215-923-3347 for information 


www mollysbooks.com 


108 S. 13 Street - 215-735-9600 
For Information: www.robinsbookstore.com 
Thursday October 24, 7PM — Non-Fiction 


pRoters L. Johnson, M.D. & Paulette Stanford. M.D. authors of Strength For Their| 
Journey: Five Disciplines African American parents Must Teach Their Children 
($12.95 Random House) 


In a society in which black children are often the recipients of negative judgments 
based on race, African American parents are in need of a winning and concrete strate- 
gy that will help them rear strong, successful, and happy offspring. Strength For The 


tf over twenty years of collaborative work 


re result 


iSunday October 27, 2PM - Discussion 
| Political Cafe on The Impending War in Iraq 
Join us pen discussion with Special Guest Speaker William Rivers Pitt 


Jauthor of War On IJrag: What Team Bush Doesn't Want You To Know with Scott 
| Ritter, Former U.N. Weapons Inspector 


for an 


Tuesday October 29, 7PM — Spirituality & Healing Workshop 


| Fuel for Your Spiritual Journey with Cynthia Neely 

|For |! years Cynthia has toured speaking on women’s issues, family and parenting, 
defeating the threats of violence and racism, and overcoming addiction Cynthia Neely 
Jexplains and Health details a system of spiritual laws that govern the uni- 
I verse and can be relied spon for help in time of need 


that Science 


Tuesday October 29, 7PM 
David Mook & Bill Wunder 


Poetry 


An Eternal Now Poetry Event followed by an open 


Wednesday October 30, 7PM - Mystery 

Bernadette Y. Connor author of The Parcel Express Murder 

Like her debut genre-crossing thnller Damaged! The Parcel Express Murders focuses 
n the tumultuous private and professional life of a female psychiatrist Samoa Tate 


Wednesday October 30, 8PM — Poetry plus 


Samantha Barrow author of /chap/; Samantha is back from a cross country motor- 
cycle tour of the US., on which she wrote, read poetry and talked to groups about 
Ladyfest and women’s arts. She will read from her chapbook and new work. 


Friday November 1, 7PM — Non-Fiction 


Ruben Martinez author of Crossing Over: A Mexican Family on The Migrant Trail} 
($14.00, Picador) 

Crossing Over is dark, brutal — and brilliant. No other journalist could have wnitten 
it, Martinez is truly our coyote.” Sandra Cisneros, House on Mango Street “What 
begins as a work of journalism . .. ends up, like a work of literature, forcing us to won- 
der about ourselves” Richard Rodriguez, author of Days of Obligation 


Sunday November 3, 3PM — Discussion 


It was easy. Getting fixed for human use. Then she was off 
to make fun with other trumps. A Tesla-type, a light fixture. 


But you went back to scuttling over sidewalks: a box over your head 
and only one eyehole! Regress, the sweary head. Hey!! 
Are you not made to be free near trees primordial such as one from Tasmania? 
Or are you more mothlike, guided by the moon and often off course. 


A light is on your genius; a light you grew bent searching for 
And all around you the wildlife dare you to stand up for it. 


—IsH KLEIN 
courtesy Joss Magazine 


eS S 2 F.S St F-% 


Poems without Borders 


Joss, a New Magazine of Poetry 


~” BY MICHAEL Hoop ~ 


| 8 as readers who frequent the 
corners of Philadelphia's amaz- 
ing independent bookstores, very few 
people will ever get to know the 
charms of Joss magazine, or anything 
like it for that matter. Between two 
folded pieces of computer paper with 
a very delicate cover, the handmade 
and unassuming Joss magazine show- 
cases some very significant poetry. 
This being the first issue, you 
would expect some formal introduc- 
tion or some typical bio blurb for 
each poet, maybe for the sake of gal- 
lantry. Not here. There's not even a 
table of contents. The collection 
starts with Aaron Belz’s “Snafu,” 
where the speaker is a sort of anom- 
aly or a “veritable asshole” among the 
minds of Morgan Freeman, Mark 


Harmon and 


and _ Rogers 
Hammerstein, to name a few. 

Vernon Maulsby and John Beer 
stand out from the assortment of 
poets. While a kid with a bottle of 
rum and a butcher knife is entranced 
by the moon in Maulsby’s “My First 
and last Party Invitation,” the per- 
sona of Beer's “A Hunger Artist” is, 
too, rapt, yet by those “enormous 
machines” our forefathers have left 
us. 

Most notably, though, is “The 
King Of Siam,” by Molly Russakoff. 
The voice of a spouse leads the read- 
er through the conduit of courtship 


cession of events leading to her even- 
tual marriage are described as “scrap- 
py battles won, lost, won.” Yet as the 
two struggle with love, its ups and 
downs, they remain linked: he, the 
King of Siam and she, his Siamese 
queen. The lovesick voice goes “about 
the house cured and triumphant,” 
seemingly, while the husband has 
“forgotten” his past hurtful ways. It is 
what's unsaid and unwritten between 
the husband and wife that keeps the 
tension suspended, giving the poem 
its vitality and romance. 

To those who may never bother 
to seek out the locally and independ- 
ently published poetry: Shame on 
you. Among these multitudes of verse 


and regeneration, Joss looks to gain | 


(or demand) future attention. 

As there is no table of contents, 
there isn't a notice of the expected 
frequency of publication. Currently, 
Joss’ first issue can be purchased at 
Molly's Bookstore for $2. ~ 


issue I had to reintroduce myself and 
reintroduce my mission. Each time 
I wanted to try something a little 
different, but each time that I did 
something different, everyone would 
They'd say, “Where 
are you going? What happened to 
this thing that we knew?” It sucked 


just freak out 


because I wanted to try to take 
chances, and sometimes it wouldn't 
even be a big chance, I'd just be 
doing something that I thought I'd 
established years ago, but people 
hadn't seen the old ones. Now I feel 
like there’s a wider scope that is 
going to be familiar to people, and 
maybe a wider scope that | will be 
“allowed” 
From there, hopefully I can go even 
further out. 
introduction to not just me, but to a 
lot of the people who are contribu 


to venture around in. 


Also, it serves as an 


tors and have been for years. So I 
think it will give more of a depth to 
the newer issues. That’s what’s most 
exciting about it to me. 


med me that the 


optes sold out in just 


It’s there, it’s a living creature of 
its own now. That's one nice thing 
about Last Gasp. With Hardcore 


Californta, which they put out 16 


years ago, it’s still in print and most 
of their good books are still in print. 
So hopefully it will be in print for a 


long tme. 


Ron [Turner, owner and founder 


of Last Gasp] and I would sit down 
at the table and grow] at each other, 
we negotiated back and forth. I’m 
known for my stubbornness, but so 
is he. He wanted it at $19.99 and he 
said, “You're trying to bankrupt me a 
And I said, “I can’t do it.” 
going to walk because I couldn't do 


I was 


it. So he growled, and he asked fora 
I told 
him, “Look, if you want to cut cor- 
ners, cut me. Cut the corner here! 
Give me less money, whatever. 


pen and he did some math 


There's no production costs, just 
make it cheap, and trust me on it.” 
He said, “I've been doing this for 30 
years,” and I said, “Well, you know 


I've been doing it 20 years, and that’s 


why we should split the difference 
You know what you are doing, but so 
do I.” And when he agreed to that, 
all of my other demands went out 
the window. I mean, | didn’t want a 
UPC code and some other things, 
but that was a huge concession It's 


| surprising in Negotiation, you never 
think you'll get anything and when 
you do, you're willing to compro- 
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WLING AT SAME TIME, STUMBLING OVER THE 
RECKAGE OF HIS FAVORITE GUITAR.“ DIDN'T WANT 
TO SMASH \T TO BITS 


SAID.“ BUT T COULDN'T HELP IT” 
ooood 
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mise, it’s just that no one really ever the opportunity and will continue to | } Looking 
offers you anything in good taith. have the ortunity to buy the your old work f tions, di 
magazine whe if comes out for two ig 
bucks. But I don’t know about the / 
chain stores, because | don’t go — doing nox 
there! 

The stuff that I cut yut, VOU Car 
and I was surpr May see a clear evolution eer 
So I guess it5 in some wider pli mia lr garbage to the cream th 

gel it now. But I have to rest pe 
What does that mean really? It wer and over that it’s not a book 
doesn't mean anything to me. My Well, I don't agree with that my work. It’s about a th 
magazine is distributed pretty wide whole idea because how hard is it? work, with 50 or 60 
ly, it’s not in any major chain stores, Access is just a concept. Anyone can And some of the contributors 
it’s in Tower, but it’s not in any other go to the W: yoden Shoe and get it h indful of then ire dead 


chain stores. By choice, I have a 
clause with all of my distributors 
saying you're not allowed to sell to 
the chain stores. But I want the book 
to have a life outside of maybe where 


And people have 


the magazine ts 


$B ES EL EL EL EL EL EL EL EL ES 


It's nota closed door. But I'm h Ippy 
if it has a lite of its own. That's the 
nice thing about putting things out; 


it goes places that you wouldn't go 


arent going to be doing anvt 


new. So that work, there's nothing 
to compare it to, and some of tl 


people were brilliant. Some 


turn COMETBUS, page 7 
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No Cause For alarm: Industry and Public Health with Gerald E. Markowitz, David 


as, presumably, she came to know it: 
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Smelling of bottom-shelf vodka, in tomary inl 


UMBRELLA: Tattered Inaide out umbrella, blue, price need guitars, need keys/sampler | Kes White gets Whu ppe d. 
Rosner authors of Deceit and Denial: The Deadly Politics of Industrial Pollution - This late-night diners amid transvestites negotiable. Meet me on Ayala Ave cor Paseo de include My Bloody Val Pixies, and Velvet : 
book highlights the immediate dangers ordinary citizens face because of the relentless’ Roxas..PERSONAL: You: scruffy, tall, pot: Underground. You must to rock SPACE TO 2 = 


and “spurned whores.” There are no 
plum blossoms nor green garden 
walks here, the love declared to the 
voice from her boyfriend was “weird” 
as they sat upon a swing set. The suc- 


W Phila 
* Monty Trals 


bellied FRIENDS WANTED. The Crew is looking for LET Roommate needed for 2 bedroor 
imaginative young individual) who are hell bent on $38S/month.. BICYCLE FOR SALE 


Changing Reality MUSIC:Need drums, need bass, Mountain Bike Bike has never | 


oks * hs * ots t € hs i & hs eS BE BR &- 


failure of industrial polluters to warn, inform, and protect their workers and neighbors. 
It offers a historical analysis of how corporate control over scientific research has 
undermined the process of proving the links between toxic chemicals and disease. The 
authors also describe the wisdom, courage, and determination of workers and commu- 
nity members who continue to voice their concerns in spite of vicious opposition. 
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BECAUSE YOU REALLY OUGHT TO READ More. 


A COMETBUS OMNIBUS 


“Despite Everything” — 


The Fanzine 


, 
a 
as Novel and Memoir Fy your 
2a «BY JEFFREY D.PELLY « » pop culture 
&§ &. * 
E dreams : 
ost likely, Aaron Cometbus one-man operation. (Back then, the DESPITE EVERYTHING: M4 A 
started his pee ai ea ae Soe names every issue; A CoMETBUS OMNIBUS é come true i 
: you were a child. at notable titles included Rip It Up, ‘ > ES i 
from CoMETBUS. page 6 With the release and even before don't you do it instead?” And at the No, no. I know a little Hebrew hatin Preteen a bitll UREA UIT STRS Soe Day aie ae by Aaron Cometbus 3 
toe : : : ; ; } ; little Vi d y ee? gt Last Gasp of San Francisco i 2 out 
writing that was in the earlier stuff is hand, you wrote something about ast minute, they all pulled out. Sol and a little Vietnamese, and not harsh, but the fact that Cometbus). issue o now 
Kind of surprising now to look back Harper’ trying to do something with was left thinking, “Well, what good enough translate in either case. A | Aaron himself was only 13 when he As time moved on, the focus of eres ee 
ot'dnd Se€ how good ikwai foe the “Punk Rock Love,” have there been did that do? Now I have neither. guy in Paris did two there and a guy began Cometbus will put things in Cometbus began to shift from the necting pieces of a larger puzzle. Bs 
tines-andils tink aslo ofitwasnicn: 20c0 publishers that seek you out and Neither the big publishers or the in Germany did one there. They perspective for you. They are true life stories, that don't wwnw. highmaintenance. org 
really noticed or wasn't really read. approach you for other projects? middle sized ones. It’s just me translated them, formatted them The Berkeley, just read. bar How: for more info es 
So it’s not a straight evolution. A lot again.” So yeah, there was interest themselves, and put them out. It's a California zine’s first And picking up x “ 


of the work back then, I think a lot of 
the people didn’t really get, and I 
think that it has a second chance 
now. I’m speaking of other people's 
writing in that case. But in terms of 
maturing, yes, I can see the style 


Yeah, I had a ‘young boy go east’ 
big courtship with the big publishers 
about five years ago. I went and met 
with a few publishers, but I had 
mixed feelings. I secretly wanted 
these big publishers to say, “Ok, we 


from the big publishers, but you 
prove yourself first, and they just 
want somebody else to pay the bill, 
and they'll pick up the food. It’s not 
really support. 


small print run, but it’s just nice that | 
other people would read it in their 
native language and maybe get some- 
thing different out of it than we 
would. Some of the things that to 
me would be the scenery, I think | 


few issues contained 
an interview with the 
Ramones, comments 
on “Henry,” the new 
singer of Black Flag, 


an essay on the decline 


DRORN 
ey 


Despite Everything: A 
Cometbus Omnibus is a 
chance to let these 
floodgates open, as it’s 
saturated with some of 
the greatest writing of 


change but I like both. That’s actu- Want you for sure.” And I was going I've never seen a foreign language might be the story itself there. | Bh Thee Shite anda our generation. 
ally the nicest thing about the book. to take that and walk it back to the issue. Were those ones that you did your- review of the inaugural ei deers ON\N | & U s Wedged in between 
Te doesnt have take going in one middle sized publishers and say, self and had a contact overseas distrib- If you type in Cometbus on eBay... Eastern Front two-day the: front- and. back 
direction, you can have both. “Look, these people have faith mime, ute for yout festival. cover lie the finest sto- 
y why don't you? If they'll do it, why Who cares? It’s interesting to The aforemene mez) Of Aaron's 

find out people's reaction to what | ¢3,,¢4 moments, com- archives, all with his 

aessencecacecs SE a NN TET you do based on different standards, |}; 064 with a major signature —_ graphics, 
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BY CHARLOTTE SUBENHARA . 


Kindergarten.Your uncles dig a giant peace 
sign and plant daisies into the Hayward hills. 


Some 


bitter pro-war dickhead arsonist burns the entire hill 
as yours and other families stand on front yard watching 
it burn at dusk. You are in love with David Cassidy and 
Bobby Sherman. Mike Dearborn and a bunch of other boys 
tie you to the tether ball post with a jump rope so they 


but you gotta remember those are 
different standards, and they're not 
what you should measure yourself 
by. And even being too curious is 
counterproductive. We don't care 
what they think about us when we 
walk down the street, we don’t care 
what they think about us and how 
we live, and I don't think we should 
go by their values too much in terms 
of what we do creatively and its 
worth. Their values in this case 
being that the dollar is king. 


How important do you think the 


emphasis on Bay Area 
bands, brought to life 
what many hail as the 
greatest fanzine of all 
time. A more personal 
focus, 20 years, and 48 
issues later, Aaron is 
still 
Cometbus regularly; 
and this past July, with 
the help of the kind 
folks at Last Gasp, he’s 
the 


publishing 


released much 
anticipated anthology 


of his work, Despite 


handwritten font, and 
ad-free pages. 

This book is what 
fans of Cometbus have 
been waiting for, as it 
includes brand-new 


intros and notes as 
well as a look at the 
old 


having 


long-hidden 
And 
these old issues back in 


issues. 


print puts the entire 
Cometbus legacy into 
perspective. 


For new soon-to- 


can take turns kissing you. Teachers and family think smaller guys who publish are? Just as a Everything: y be fans, Despite 
this is "cute".Your grandma loves to tell everyone. network, is it important to support each | Co shue Omnibus. It’s Everything: A 
other? Cometbus Omnibus 


73-74? Second or third grade. 


the song 


You choreograph a dance to 
"Kung Fu Fighting".Your best friend,John- 


John (Sister:Sissy, Brother:Dan-Dan...one of those poopoo 


pants kids,Parents:Hells Angels)breaks into your house 
and smashes your piggy bank taking all the coins and 
leaving the paper money cuz he doesn’t know what, it 
is.One morning you here scraping on your window and you 
are so scared you crank up KFRC so you can't hear the 


scraping sound anymore. 


Later when your Mom wakes up you 


go outside and there's a knife sitting on the window 


ledge.You're fooling around watching T.V. 


on a bed with 


your Dad's best friend and he tries to get you to touch 
his dick under the covers then laughs at you when you 


recoil, 


76.Fourth grade. 
U.S. 


horrified. You never told anyone. 


You and your hippy parents leave the 


and all the bicentenial crap and camp all over 


Europe and the Middle East.You hunt for snails after a 
rain in Marsailles but let them all go when you find out 
your friends want to eat them for dinner.You swim in 
polluted water and get so poisoned that you stick your 
head through the tent opening in the middle of the night 


Well, it’s important to support 
things that are good. I think to an 
extent it’s important to have uncon- 
ditional support, but more impor- 
tant, I think it’s important to sup 
port things that are:true, that “ure! 
taking chances, that are brilliant. 
I'm not going to support garbage 
from the underground over some- 
thing that’s awesome that’s from the 
mainstream. It just so happens that 
for some reason, repeatedly, the stuff 
that is coming from the mainstream 
is garbage, and the underground has 
incredible moments of brilliance! 
So, it works out, but it isn't just for 
that sake. I think it has its own built 
in quality that makes it strive to be 
good and more true when it’s com- 
ing up from under. 


Ok, just to finish up, in the future, 


what other projects will you be working 


a 608 page best-of ret- 
rospective drawn from 43 issues of 
the zine’s finest moments, all shot 


| from the original materials, thick as a 


phone book, and weighing in at just 
over two pounds. 

But before there was_a book, 
‘there was a fanzine. 
beginning, Aaron set out to create a 
venue that showcased underground 
bands more frequently than Ripper 
and Creep (the other Bay 
fanzines around at the time), only 


Area 


came out about every five months 
With help from his friend Jesse, 
t his 


publication out as fast as he could. 


Aaron began his task and gx 


The layout was cut ‘n paste with a 
format so small that even the most 


| trained eye had trouble with the 


microscopic handwritten font. 
After a few issues, Jesse went 
his mother in 


away to live with 


Pittsburgh and Cometbus became a 


And in ‘the’ 


musical aspects of the scene to the 
cultural ones. Not to fret though, 
Cometbus was still a punk zine; now 
the personality drew the reader in. 
Punk as a society mixed with anec- 
dotes from day-to-day life fuelled the . 


’ fire; ‘and it was ablaze, bursting with | 


a persona unlike anything that came 
before. 

In any given issue, Aaron and his 
regular contributors would bring 
forth stories of life on the road cour- 
tesy of scammed Greyhound tickets 
and wealthy overseas benefactors; 
attraction between lovers thwarted 
by scabies; dumpstering enormous 
feasts of veggies; and roommates 
sharing pots of coffee and nights in 
jail (among other things). 

There are hundreds of tales and 
observations — told with satire, pas 
sion, heartache, and honesty — each 


different from the next, all intercon- 


serves as much more than an intro- 
duction to the fanzine subculture; it’s 
a history lesson, the kind you want to 
learn again and again. Collected 
short stories go hand in hand with 
issues that are themselves full novels, 
and'a common theme unites them 


all great story telling 


seven 


Tom Foole: Ty, 


ing of the w 


@ aol.com ts more than 


and puke on your stepdad's groovy brown buckle boots. In on? You were saying before a new issue ICAO ICHK IGA VWOAOO”AC 
Israel you play ping pong in the bomb shelter a few is coming out. | Urrclooclooldnchhe OY . ecb) pelloc hoe Sockldne Loidoe\icoe\ido 
times with a Safardic boy and his mother freaks out when | 

interest wanes because she thinks you don't like him I have a new one coming out in You SHALL KNow 


because he is not light skinned like the Ashkenazi.In 
Rome a fuckhead soldier pretends to help you with your 
broken jumprope as an excuse to shove his dick in your 


face. 


He laughs as run away up the stairs to your mom. 


You feel like a sucker because you fell for it.You never 


tell anyone. 


CHARLOTTE SUBENHARA, 


from Cometbus #43 


mid-November. And that’s the 
main thing. I just sent it to the 
printer yesterday. That's what I've 
been working on about 20 to 21 
That's pretty much 
where I'm at. That's everything 
right now, and where I'll go from 


hours a day. 


there I’m not sure. 
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By morning, summer 


teased us into greater belief 


At noon’s clack 


we sacrified the corn king 


and soon forgot his pain 
Afternoon we prolonged 


despite evidence to the contrary of shadows 
. . | 

While autumn lay in ambush 
behind every branch and stone | 


the bulletin of the loss 


of the sacred gave pause 


After it initally arrived 


equivalences and compromise 
We carried the mass cards in our wallets 
and felt gratified we'd understood 


-bh ed | 


Jacob Weinstein Returns! Page 23 | 


“Ox-Man's Episodes,” an Anthromorphological Sonnet of 96 Frames 


OX-MAN'S 


Kerouac, Miller, 
Cometbus... 


= BY RICHARD CHARLES #« 


he stories Aaron writes in 


Cometbus read like a good 
fast, 


to the point, full of purpose, 


punk rock song sounds - 

and memorable. He doesn't 
mess around with messy stuff 

like character development and set 


| ting. If he wants to tell you about 


one of his characters — most likely 
borrowed from real life — he'll tell 
you. If he wants you to know about 
the town his story is set in, he'll 
name it. If he doesn't want you to 
know, he'll give it a new name — Ice 
City, for example. 

His chapters usually last only a 
page or two. In 40 or more of these 
chapters, he'll follow a cast of char 
acters through a few desperate 
months. Aaron — who appears as a 
character by the same name, Henry 
Miller-style — 
scheme and plot to live happily and 


and his friends 


avoid the trappings and comforts of 
the 9-to-5 world. 

An issue of Cometbus reads like 
an intercepted letter about a world 
that I'm just about to stumble into. 


He might have the makings of some 
kind of new Jack Kerouac — travel 
ing around, friends in every city, and 
a love of wild music — but his com 
mitment to carving out something 
better seems more genuine, less self 
destructive. 

Of course, my take on Aaron's 
writing misses the point, Cometbus 


speaks for itself ~ 


Our VELOCITY 
INDEED... 


* * * 


I for one ordered the book ir 


August and would be extremely 
grateful to know its velocity, let 
alone ever see the cover. Last | 
heard I was supposed to get a 
tracking number or something 


burt 


email experienced some velociti- 


via email, apparently the 
cal problems as well... 
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Psychotherapy Demystified 
An Inspirational Critique 


In Praise of Povchotherapists 


a 


501 South Street 
Philadelphia 19147 


| 
215°925°0219 | 
Open Every Day 


10 AMto Midnight 


55N 


Shirts are available in MD, LG!! For Info and orders, email trashtransit@aol.com. 


Uhuru Furniture 


& collectibles 


SHOP e Low prices e Great finds 


e We deliver 


DONATE eWe pick up fast 
e Tax deductible 


VOLUNTEERS WANTED 


1220 Spruce St. Center City Phila. 
215 - 546 - 9616 
Tues - Sun: 11:30 a.m. - 6:30 p.m. 


Project of the African People’s 
Education & Defense Fund 


BIG JAR BOOKS}? 


COFFEE 


PASTRIES 


Fins 


N. 2nd Street 


Philadelphia PA 


just what happened 
and how what happened effected 
the present or what was left to come. 


Aaron’s words give a voyeuristic "L advise therapists of all persuasions to read Wis) Open: 10am to 9pm Everyday ; 
Ss 


window into the lives that thrive Say, Tel. 215-574-1650 


it, grow, and leam from it.” 


despite their bleak surroundings Georve D. Goldman, Ph.D. Adelphi l 


Aaron might not have any heat his USED BOOKS 
home, and his clothes might still 
have fleas after seven cycles in the 
dryer, but he can still walk out into 


the country at dawn or bicycle across 


Available at selected bookstores, 
Barnesandnoble.com, Borders.com, 
Amazon.com, and 
JamesMcMahonPhD.com 


— FRANK WALSH 


SESE ES | 


Europe or dumpster an entire meal 


409 south street philadelphia pa * 215-925-3032 » www.spaceboymusic.com 


The Tanchaz dand Transylania Pi Tuite from the village of Magyarpalatka in 


Hungary. They will be giving a special Halloween concert at La Bonbonniére on 
Achter de Comedie in Maastricht, Holland at 8:30 p.m. Call +31-043-3500935 for 


more information. 
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+} 10.21.2002 
, daysmroeries fone Premarel 


NEW CD'S FROM: 
King Of Prussia 


April Disaster 
“REC ORDS 


\ FRIEND } 


FALL RELEASE 


AVAILABLE AT: 
Space Boy, Repo Records, aka Music 


or order online at: 
www.bestfriendrecords.com 


upenn | 3417 spruce street | free 


11.02.2: 
icin ay anko quartet 
® 7 Stums 


focm recording srtisvua. debut] 
tritone | 1508 south street | $15 


| ik {im berne/michael formanek 
ae | 4017 wainut street | $10 


Saucy Songs 
6 

Salty Dirges 11.11.2002 

billy martin/g.calvin weston duo 

g.calvin weston's big tree 

upenn | 3417 spruce street | free 
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Nature's fiddling with the thermostat, the leaves are changing color, & the 
people’s energy company has shut your heat off, you poor thing. 
eastern europe’s been there, done that, and knows the secret to staying warm. 
it involves drinking, and this choice discography. 


ungary suffered a bitter winter this 
H past year. By November, the sun was 

setting around 4 p.m.: moisture 
froze the limbs of trees and the locks of doors. 
The sooty streets were beckoned into cold 
silence; so intense was the halting of the flow 
of energy that time seemed to stop, even to go 
backwards. Shadows on the walls of buildings 
recalled the pockmarks of artillery from World 
War II. Passersby communicated slowly, not 
languidly, but with an economy of half-frozen 
and failed gestures. 

In the midst of this urban hibernation, the 
clock crawled forward only in enclosed and 
underground arteries — in the beer cellars and 
deep in the darkened apartment blocks. People 
would walk in with icy moustaches and crack- 
ling skirts, and order several harsh drinks to 
thaw out. 

The Tanchaz (dance-house) was the best 
place for emerging from hibernation. By the 


bar, older women would grab up handsome 


Layko Felix hits a high note. 


young Hungarian men and spin and spin and 
spin, whirling to the scratching sweet violin 
music played by three young or old 
Transylvanian men who moved slowly from 
table to table, drinking brandy after brandy in 
exchange for old favorites. 

To one side of the Tanchaz bar, past the 
racks where everyone’s 10 kilograms of leather 
and woolen coats hung openly and uncon- 
cerned with theft, were the doors to the main 
concert space. There, the strangest types of 
new music would emerge: danceable and 
thoughtful, rooted and uprooted in all the 
right ways. Eastern Europe has for centuries 
been a cultural crossroads, often against its 
will, as domineering neighbors from east and 
west brought new regimes and languages of 
commerce, but also new instruments, rhythms 
and dances. Today's Eastern European folk 
music can sound as much like punk or free jazz 
as it does a shepherd’s song. It is not “folk” in 
a reactionary sense, nor is it ironic appropria- 
tion or mellow nostalgia. It is the raw, loud 
dance music of countries where every citizen, 
young and old, might know a song and its 
appropriate dance, given a dark enough bar 
and a steady stream of peach brandy, 

The following is some of the music | 
brought home with me from Hungary, Poland 
and elsewhere, minus, sadly, the frenetic sweat 
of the people who dance to it, desperate to 
chase away the boredom and cold... 


KULT “Tata Kazika” 
SP-Records Warszawa ul. Anielewicza 7/7 


Spitting and muttering a clutter of conso- 
nants, a tattered hobo walks the cold streets of 
Warsaw. He stops suddenly and stands proud- 
ly, addressing the uneasy pedestrians on the 
deepest truths of life. 

“Comrades...” 

They hurry past, and he guzzles some 
warmth from a plastic bottle. Subdued, he 
sings softly to himself in aching and sweet 
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BY JARED ROSENBAUM 


words. “Nie szukaj drogi, znajdziesz ja w sercu..” 
The alcohol warms his frosty hands and heart, 
and he raises his voice again... 

Kult play songs of the Polish unconscious, 
weary and proud. A wheezing accordion whis- 
pers caution as a piano boogies in a smoky bar, 
manic punk guitar shifts our consciousness 
diagonally to a world after the communists, 
after the Germans, awaiting the ruin the capi- 
talists will bring. 

Kult play drinking songs; sad, roving and 
raving songs. Everyone in the bar claps along, 
sending percussive waves of smoke through 
the leather air while a blizzard devours the 
outside world. Mugs of hot wine spill stickily 
across the floor and adhere to the boots of the 
reckless punk polka dancers. 

The singer’s voice is raw and sardonic like 
Johnny Rotten, gravelly and world-weary like 
Tom Waits. They're over the Berlin Wall, 
they're under the Berlin Wall, they're waiting 
tor the next wall to go up while drinking to the 
last one falling. Kult combine all the tongues 
of the conquerors and conquered, saksofon over 
new wave drums, akordeon wailing with gitara 
and a Korg M-1, in a heart-rending lunacy 
that it soulful and bitter but filled with drunk- 
en joy. 


BOBAN MARKOVIC: “Srce Cigansko” 
X-Produkci6 H-1399 Budapest, Pf. 
701/218 


“To the Gypsies in the Balkans, the trumpet 
has 100 different meanings: calling people to cele- 
brations, parties and to dance: where it creates 
atmosphere and energy; though when necessary 
can also be melancholy.” 

The horns gossip, they babble and laugh. 
The tune marches in on the back of a paper 
oliphant. The trumpet swaggers over the con- 
stant roll of a snare and the low booming of a 
circus bass drum. The carnival wheels spin 
faster and faster and a kazoo-like clarinet stut- 
ters incoherently in its brief moment of glory. 
It lands safe, though, on a sweet unison line 
from the trumpets. 

Snippets of show tunes, boat tunes, nation- 
al anthems and spaghetti westerns seem to 
emerge from the Balkan unconscious. 
Sometimes the notes clutter together, bending 
lopsided and solipsistic, evoking the near east: 
pensive, brooding over history, quick to smile 
or tell a joke with the blackest of humor. 

Boban Markovic’s marching band music is 
party music. It’s cacophonous, talkative; its 
grin is missing teeth, but doesn’t conceal any of 
the thousand stories that lie behind it, stories 
of the East and the West, and the stubborn lit- 
tle land at the crossroads of both. 


EARTH-WHEEL-SKY BAND 
RROMA ART 

X-Produkci6 H-1399 Budapest, Pf. 
701/218 


a.k.a. 


Gypsy gangster-types with slicked back 
hair and prognathic foreheads pluck the thick 
wires of an upright bass. Black sunglasses, ear- 
rings and a glass of red wine accompany the 
rumble thump, the cimbalom clatter, the cli- 
toral vibrato of the violin. The singer wears a 
cowboy hat and a smirk that threatens to slip a 
knife between your ribs. In the audience, cheap 
makeup and big jewelry, bootie pants and 
laughter as gypsies and excited youth clap 
gunshout rounds of percussion to the acceler- 
ating dance music. “What song next?” asks 
Vince Olah. “A fast one”. 

A different type of clap after the song: 
maybe this is a Hungarian idiosyncrasy, maybe 
it is a post-socialist relic of proletarian unity. 
Everyone claps in unison, first quickly, enthu- 
siastically, then morphing by no one’s lead in 


OX 


particular into a slow, insistent, CLAP, CLAP, 
CLAP— if people are stamping their feet too, 
it can sound as loud as a helicopter landing. 
Earth-Wheel-Sky Band, also known as 
Rroma Art, are lovers. Their music swaggers 
with the bending, sliding tonal clutter of the 
Near East, with the polyrhythms of Flamenco, 
most of all with the sad joy of the tortured 
basin of Serbia and Hungary. The wrinkled 


ito, ruthless dictator and 


lines Josef Broz 
of devoted fan. 


scorn on their Mafioso faces are actually smile 
lines, but look skeptical to great ettect. 


LAJKO FELIX és ZENEKARA 
X-Produkcié6 H-1399 Budapest, Pf. 
701/218 


If the language of rock n’ roll was never 
invented or America never existed, this is what 
heavy and intense music from the Other | 
Europe would sound like. Circular knotted 
marches interrupt themselves with the sweet 
cat screams of gypsy fiddle dances. Rolling 
toms thunder beneath brutish and buzzing 
violin. While the combination of cello, double 
bass and violin might spell melancholy or 
malaise in American music, Felix’s band 


deconstructs Gypsy soul and classical music to 
create a rhythmic irreverent music in a totally 
foreign language. The clatter of a cimbalom (a 
Hungarian dulcimer) and the staggering steps 
of a trombone suggest a free-wheeling celebra- 
tion... 

Lajko Felix has a reputation in Eastern 
Europe as a genius and a maverick. He is cere- 
bral and emotional, and his violin expresses 
something other than we expect: it can be 
fierce, sexual and thoughtful. His composi- 
tions can be very angular and staccato, but 
when Felix holds a note on the violin, it grabs 
you by the throat. 

Like the best art music, Lajko Felix’s is 
abstract and zealous, but lives in the gut and 
stamps its feet on the dance-floor. 

If you're looking to track down any of this 
music, which can be hard or impossible to find 
in Philadelphia, a good place to start is by 
searching for the bands on the internet. Several 
sites have free MP3 samples of the above bands, 
and let you order or download their albums; one 
worth mentioning as a good starting point is 
http://www.xenomusic.com. An interesting and 
somewhat less commercial site, devoted to cul- 
tural and musical exchange between Eastern 
Europe and the rest of the world, is 
http://www.tamizdat.org. 


Jared Rosenbaum works at a graphic design 
sweatshop curiously proximate to THE 
INDEPENDENTS office. He welcomes penpals who 
are interested in Gypsy music, espectally those who 
play instruments and want to start a noisy dance 
band. He can be 
eyelesscoyote@yahoo.com. 


reached at 


PLAYLIST: EL PICO 100% CAFE, 365 CREAMY PEANUT BUTTER & FRUIT SPREAD, WU-TANG ForEVER, Goya, PHIL’s VANILLA CAVENDISH... 


t will be time enough to assess 

Wolfgang Sawallisch's achieve- 
ment as music director of the 
Philadelphia Orchestra during the 
past 10 years after his farewell per- 
formances of Beethoven's “Ninth 
Symphony” next May. Meanwhile, 
a quick look at one particular 
recent day's 
activities at our 
splendid new 
Verizon Hall 
may provide a 
useful snapshot 
of musical 
liaut £ 
locally—and 
also a hint of 
what I expect 


4 i £25 


to be saying, 
come Spring, 
about the 


Sawallisch 
tenure as a 
whole. 
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Fall Suites Break Summer’s Lease 


The Classical Season Makes Offers 
that Our Orpheus Can't Refuse 


a BY BERNARD JACOBSON) 4 


than the Philadelphia—it isn't, 
though it certainly seems to be in 
top form these days—but simply 
that the conductor allowed time 
enough and deployed imagination 
enough to reveal the music in all 
its depth and complexity. 

In Walton's richly expressive 
maven O; | a 
Concerto 
Masur” and his 
players provid- 
ed brilliant 
support for the 
prodigally gift- 


ed Yuri 
Bashmet, who 
will be back 


next April as 
conductor and 
soloist with his 
Moscow 
Soloists, 
appearing as a 
guest orchestra 


i ante qc 
Philadelphia 
Orchestra _ per- 


formed in the afternoon of Friday, 
October 4, and in the evening, in 
the Center's own visiting-orches- 
tras series, it was the turn of the 
London Philharmonic, led by its 
new chief conductor, Kurt Masur. 
Sawallisch's program with the 
Philadelphians offered 25-year- 
old Freddy Kempf trom England 
in Liszt's 
and the 


“First Piano Concerto,” 
spacious and _ stirring 
“Symphony No. 3” by Bruckner. 
Kempt played well, with a degree 
of subtlety welcome in a piece that 
too histrionically hammered by its 
interpreters, though I found his 
tone at the very top of the key- 
board a shade wooden. More to 
the point for local listeners, the 
hall itself is sounding splendid, 
and both the Liszt and the 
| Bruckner showed that Sawallisch 
will leave the orchestra playing as 
well as it has done for years. 

Yet, for all its beauty and pol- 

ish, the symphony performance 

also exposed the usual absence of 

| magic in Sawallisch's interpreta- 
| tions. I couldn't help remembering 
a performance of this 

Bruckner work by the 
Philadelphia Orchestra back in 


same 


1985, coincidentally conducted by 
Kurt Masur, in which a certain 
brass chord in the first movement, 
lustrous and accurately balanced 
under Sawallisch, seemed under 
Masur to invite the listener into a 
realm of mystery far beyond our 
everyday world. It was this extra 
| dimension that was evident in 
| Masur's readings of Prokofiev's 
| “Fifth Symphony” and Strauss’ 
“Till Eulenspiegel” on this same 
evening. It's not that the London 


Philharmonic is a better orchestra 


The author. 


under the aus- 
pices of the 
Ch amb: e's 
Orchestra of Philadelphia. Some 
other imminent events to look out 
for are a Philadelphia recital debut 
this month by the great Belgian 
bass-baritone José Van Dam and a 
Beethoven program (at the 
Pennsylvania Convention Center) 
by the equally distinguished 
Russell 
Sherman, both presented by our 
wonderful Philadelphia Chamber 
Music 


appearances—as 


American pianist 


Society; two 
soloist in a 
Beethoven concerto this month, 
and as conductor in December—by 
Philadelphia Orchestra 
director 


music 
designate Christoph 
Eschenbach; and a Carmen, pre- 
sented by the Opera Company of 
Philadelphia in November at the 
newly refurbished Academy of 
Music, that promises some stimu- 


lating directorial innovations. 


Bernard Jacobson is the program 
annotator for the Chamber Orchestra 
of Philadelphia, a post he formerly 
held with the Philadelphia 
Orchestra, Born in London and edu- 
cated at Oxford, he has worked as 
music critic of the Chicago Daily 
News, director of promotion for 
Boosey & Hax 
and artistt 


kes music pu 
¢ director of the Hag 
Philharmonic Orchestra in the 
Netherlands, served as visiting pre 

Roo 
University in Chicago, and perfo 
frequently as narrator in m 


jessor of music at 


works. Mr. Jacobson regularly 


on classical 
INDEPENDENT. 
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BIND ME TO THE MAST, MEN. I WANT TO LISTEN! 


Observing Empire on September 11, 2002 
Lr bh b&b & & hb hb & 


Last Night 


cups of darkness 

cooling beside us 
last night a funeral home burned 
You see a sign, a mystery in that, 


from Empire, page 1 


But what to play? I asked my 
friends and most people came up with 
songs that mentioned skyscrapers, in 
general, and many came up with 
songs that mentioned the Empire 
State Building in the lyrics. But this 
seemed like a tedious exercise, track- 
ing down obscure 7-inches and album 
tracks, and I only had a few weeks. 

Then I realized the potential pit- 
falls of this whole enterprise. I was 
only starting to get wind of the media 
overkill that was headed our way for 
this date; talk of 24 hours of the 
American flag waving (shades of 
Warhol!), stirring anthems sung by 
the contractually obligated winner of 
American Idol and Peter Jennings 
explaining to us how we feel. How I 
felt was, well ... complicated. I was at 
home “that morning” resigned to the 
fact that I was going to call in a favor 
to my brother-in-law who had the 
connections to hook me up with a 
job filing in one 
Philadelphia's tallest skyscrapers at 
Liberty Place. Turning on the TV 
with the phone in my ear, I was sur- 
prised that he wasn't picking up. Then 
as I watched the still standing towers 
burn while the reporter announced 
that Pentagon was in flames, I knew 


mindless of 


the ramifications. For me, the story of 
the World Trade Center bombing in 
1993 was understood 4° the! fobs of “! 
our innocence; I grasped that this 
meant the beginning of Middle 
Eastern in the United 
States. While now, my sadness was 
for the people dying (visible from the 
early news footage were the endless 
jumpers), being a dyed-in-the-wool 
peacenik I also worried what our 


terrorism 


unmeasured response was going to 

A year later, the ominous rum- 
blings of a war in Iraq, supposedly 
waged in the name of terrorism, are 
precisely the nightmare I feared as I 
watched the towers fall. Nothing 
illustrates this horror better than the 
President inappropriately milking the 
public sentiment on the anniversary 
as a call for a wrong-headed military 
campaign in Iraq. All of this spelled 
out explicitly why I was leery to take 
part in the revving up some patriot 
furor for the occasion. Is this really 
how this event should be commemo- 
rated a year later? This questioning of 
the President's intentions had already 
caused some of my family to question 
the depth of my humanity, national- 
ism and plain good sense. Heck, I 
questioned it myself. 

But after wrestling with these 
questions for a week or so, I was ready 
to slap some sense into myself. I'm 
going to let a guy who has basically 
voided the Fourth Amendment and is 
demanding to wage war without con- 
gressional oversight, I’m going to let 
him question my allegiance to free- 
dom and democracy? Pushing for- 
ward with more confidence, I deter- 
mined my fidelity was firmly with the 
good people of New York, who, in 
choosing to live in the Apple were 
actually deciding to rub shoulders 
with the international community, to 
live together with others who valued 
freedom of speech, thought and 
movement so much that they were 
willing to trade away their very homes 
and often languages, to come chase 
some crazy destiny in New York City. 
Since the Empire State Building 
went up in 1931, I thought I would 
pay homage to the populace and the 
very idea of New York City by playing 
the last 70 years of New York's music. 
This meant hours combing through 
my collection (pieced together from 
years of working for bum pay in 
record stores in Philly, Jersey and San 
Francisco), pulling out CDs, albums 
and 45s. I arrived early on September 
11, 2002 with seven bags of records 
(one for each decade), two CD play 
ers, two turntables, a mixer, two 
peanut butter and honey sandwiches 
and a jug of water. 


A still from the film Empire, by Andy Warhol. 


Meanwhile, over in Harlem, James Brown burned down the Apollo, and 


after a spell the Velvets finally arrived, unexpectedly bringing all the ugliness, 


fear and chaos of the late 1g60’s with them. I figured I’d make it a long suite 


of their music, given that Andy was their manager and all, but everything dis- 


appeared into the havoc of “Sister Ray.” Described by a friend as the Velvet 


Underground song everybody, I 


* 1/2’ minuté’ maelstrom seemed 


Mio 


Sie ORE 
0 Bui t 


sparks flew as they ground at its girders. At the end, the band was exhausted and 


the building is still there. 


I ate the other sandwich. 


But I didn’t want to completely 
lose the dreamy hypnotism of the sin- 
gle image burning into the viewers’ 
cerebral cortexes by having a non- 
stop jukebox lubricated with handfuls 
of quarters endlessly cranking out the 
hits. So as the film started I began 
playing a stirring string fanfare merg- 
ing into a cut from a recent Yo La 


Tengo (from the honorary 
Manhattan neighborhood of 
Hoboken, New Jersey) release 


designed to accompany underwater 
photography. The music lulled and 
swayed and I felt like I was going 
under the spell of a carny psychic, 
suspending the glimmering charm of 
the building’s gem-like exterior 
before me. You know how James 
Bond films always open with some 
hopped up piece of slalom-skiing, 
machine-gun shooting, helicopter- 
dangling piece of business? Well, the 
first reel of Empire feels like that, if 
only in context of the rest of the 
The sun's setting seems so 
brisk that every time I looked up from 
whatever record shuffling I had going 


movie. 


on, the expression on the building's 
fagade seemed to have completely 
changed. Soon “Rhapsody In Blue” 
swelled and the film seemed absolute- 
ly grounded in the 1930's. I dwelt 
there, playing early Ellington sides. 
The Duke personifies New York in so 
many ways; genius, sophistication and 
unflagging energy. Like many he 
came from somewhere else and while 
there bent and molded himself in an 
act of dazzling self-creation. Bing 
Crosby started crooning, reminding 
us of the era’s depression with 
“Brother Can You Spare A Dime,” 
and as the sun finally set Billie 
Holiday serenaded the tower with “I 
Wished On The Moon.” As the 
decade wound towards a close we 
heard Benny Goodman kick off the 
big band era with his historic per- 
formance of “Sing Sing Sing” record- 
ed in Carnegie Hall in January of 
1938. From my vantage point, 
between me and the screen were the 
backs of heads of 


the curious 


Chestnut Hill, turned hopefully 


upward. At this point a great many of 


them were silver-haired, and in my 
imagination they heard this legendary 
Goodman concert as it ran on the 
radio back in the day. I played to the 
crowd and lingered here musically; as 
time rolled on the ‘40s arrived, along 
with World War II, the Dorseys, 
Artie Shaw, Chick Webb, and 
Sinatra. Finally, Charlie Parker and 
his pal Dizzy Gillespie came from 
Kansas City and their high flying, 
brainy solos tore up everything and 
none of the music I played afterwards 
sounded quite the same. 

By the time the 1950's arrived I'd 
consumed one of the sandwiches and 


I felt like I'd stayed on the PBS side of 


politeness. I wanted to shake things 


up (this zs Warhol) and the dawn of 


the ‘50s seemed like the right time; 
what with blacklisting, heroin and 
post-war ennui taking hold some- 
where beyond the myth of suburban 
paradise. Louis and Bebe Barron's 
score to the 1956 sci-fi classic 
Forbidden Planet is an oddball master- 
piece of its day. An early electronic 
music piece, they use early oscillators 
and circuits to create a surging, 
buzzing, and roaring non-melodic 
din. Over this I mixed my “Teach 
Your Parrot To Talk” record, which 
repeats a single phrase, “Who are 
you? — Who are you? — Who are you?” 
over and over, trying to summon 
some of the repressed psychosis of the 
time. All the while, the Empire State 
building looked down unfeclingly at 
the minions of the newly minted cor 
porate culture (think 
Gregory Peck's troubled exec in The 
Man in the Grey Flannel Suit). 1 final- 
ly stopped, letting the audience up as 
if I had them pinned to the pavement 
with their arms twisted behind their 
backs. Mingus and Miles made the 
scene, Dinah Washington entertained 
the band with a joke, Oscar Brown 
acted cool and Del Close and John 
Brent give their seminar on “How To 
Speak Hip”. Two people who showed 
up were doomed; Buddy Holly per- 


workers 


Greenwich 
Village apartment, courtesy a bootleg 


formed from his new 


recording. He played a slow version of 


“Slippin’ and Slidin” while his newly- 
wed wife Maria Elena could be heard 
washing dishes in the background. 
Was he destined to hook up with the 
Brill Building pop songwriters as the 
‘60s dawned? He was dead just weeks 
later, his New York dream deferred. 
Then Billie, just hours ago singing so 
clear and beautiful, was now singing 
in a voice like broken glass, a capella 
and so alone in New York’s Columbia 
Studios from the penultimate Lady in 
Satin session, murmuring of “The 
End Of A Love Affair.” She gave as 
much as one could give to the music, 
and the building stood 
unmoved in her presence. I gave her a 
moment of silence afterwards, then 
Garland admitted to 


silent, 


moved on. Judy 
the city’s shortcomings, but still she 
sang “I Happen To Like New York.” 

With the arrival of the ‘60s, a few 
new giants came to stand in the 
building's Amid the 
Shangris-Las and Phil Spector's “Be 
My Baby,” and the Drifters hard- 
scrabbling “On Broadway” 
young Minnesota folk singer, dressed 
like Brooklyn's Woody Guthrie. We 


discovered him on the 


shadow. 


was a 


“Folksinger’s 
Choice” radio show, just eight days 
before the debut of his first album in 
1962, which would consist of mostly 
blues and folk covers. He played a few 
tunes while the announcer spoke to 
him in a vaguely condescending way. 
“Ya wanna hear one that I wrote?” he 
asked. Then he played 
Emmett Till.” It is a scathing and vis- 
cerally indictment of a 
Southern lynching, and by the end 
the announcer began stuttering, con- 
fused and unable to find her words. “I 
think that’s one of the greatest folk 
songs I've ever heard...” 


angry 


she says in 
disbelief. “Yeah, I've been writing a 
lot lately” Onscreen, the building 


almost seemed to perk up its ears as 


Robert Zimmerman turns himself 


into Bob Dylan. 
Somewhere around here Andy 


he violence of this.u7Z oisia yo og S 
Se of the building ‘and 274 +f 


“Death Of 


himself appears. While changing the 
film's reels a light is turned on, and 
there he is visible in the window of 
the building from which he is shoot- 
ing from. He turns, and as he moves 
from one side of the screen to the 
other, his image evaporates. The 
Wicked Witch of the West never 
staged an entrance and exit with this 
much flare. 

Meanwhile, over in Harlem, 
James Brown burned down the 
Apollo, and after a spell the Velvets 
finally arrived, unexpectedly bringing | 
all the ugliness, fear and chaos of the 
late 1960’s with them. I figured I'd 
make it a long suite of their music, 
given that Andy was their manager 
and all, but everything disappeared 
into the havoc of “Sister Ray.” 
Described by a friend as the Velvet 
Underground song everybody loves 
but nobody listens to, the violence of 
this 17 1/2 minute maelstrom seemed | 
to build a fire at the base of the build- 
ing and sparks flew as they ground at 
its girders. At the end, the band was 
exhausted and the building is still 
there. I ate the other sandwich. 

Jim Carroll of The Basketball 
Diaries took the stage to tell a tale of 
how his killing a cockroach at an art 
gallery became an admired work of 
performance art. Some Latin booga- 
loo swings in from the boroughs, but 


ag the, 1970s roll around + 
dark. The Last Poets, a radical-black. 
group of troubadours, tell the ugly 


truth about life in the nearly bankrupt | 


city, where so many lives spin openly 
out of control. Still, New York tries to | 


disco dance out of it (Donna Summer 
is heard orgasming to the phallic 
splendor of the building) but in the 
last reel the lights that define the | 
shape of the building go dark. Taxi 


Driver's Travis Bickle rolls up to sur 
vey the damage like a disturbed sub 
conscious of the city. “There’s no 
escape, I’m God's only man.” But 
somewhere in the trash-strewn city, 


life goes on; the Ramones and 
Richard Hell invent themselves as 
ripped and ragged hellions, and 
Grandmaster Flash and DJ Kool Herc 
tap into the electricity of the city’s 
streetlights to power their own voices 
But before I can get to Laurie 
Anderson, Sonic Youth, Total 
Request Live or the Yeah Yeah Yeahs, 
the last reel is nearly gone. Eight 
hours just ain't enough the tell the 
story, even the abridged one, of the 
gritty glory of the people of New York 
City. That, and the fact is by the end | 
I was too exhausted to do the math | 
properly. Last word went to Alan 
Vega and Marty Rev, known as the 
duo Suicide. People Aated this band, 
two guys in the early 1970s who 
thought all you needed was attitude 
and a cheap keyboard to bang on. 
They were stone freaks, helpless out- 
siders and their gigs often ended in 
brawls with the audience. But despite 
the absurdity of their premise, despite 
bystanders screaming at them to stop, 
they soldiered on and while Alan 
Vega sang with his Elvis-From-Hell 
“Dream Baby Dream....for 
it seemed so cliché and yet so | 


baritone 
ever” 
real. I could feel my throat tighten. 
The building was now only faintly 
visible in the darkness; was it still lis- 


tening? If 1 had never come here, 
doubtlessly I would have stumbled | 
across the TV somewhere, at home or 
in a bar, and I would have seen the 
World Trade Center fall down again, 
and again and again. I don’t need to 
see that image to remember; we own | 
it now, it lives inside ourselves. But | 
here, I was so relieved, looking at this | 
tower in the shadows, standing still 
and still standing. ~ 
Dan Buskirk lives in Philadelphia and 
can be heard DJing Fridays from 11a.m 
1p.m. at Princeton Universtiy's WPRR, 
103.3 FM or on the web at www. wprh.com 
and in person every third Tuesday at the 700 
Club. He can be contacted at dbuskirk1@hot- 
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Landscape with Ruins #1 & #2 by Randall Sellers, whose work will be shown at Spector Gallery in November as a part of “Philly; People, Places and Things.” 


For more information, visit http://www.spectorspector.com and the dime in the lower right-hand corner of this page. 
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Meeting the Man Behind the Bags 


from Rap SNAcks, page 1 
bodega shelf, sell millions of bags 
locally and nationally, and have 
become the new Campbell’s soup 
cans for several Philadelphia artists. 
I decided to make it my business to 
find the man behind the snacks, 
whom I could trace only to the sig- 
nature on the back of each bag: 
James Lindsay, CEO. 

I finally met up with Lindsay 
hot morning in early 
September. My first trek to his 
Philadelphia distribution office left 
me disappointed. He had been held 
up on a business trip to New York. 
The manager of the warehouse left 
me alone to tour the local branch of 
the Rap Snacks operation. I took a 
few snapshots of the area, but I still 
hadn't uncovered any secrets about 
Rap Snacks. I still didn’t have a face 
to put behind one of the most pop- 
ular products to come out of 
Philadelphia. 

On my second trip, Lindsay 
greeted me in shorts and a checked 
shirt. He was smiling and put out 
his hand. He apologized for the misunderstand- 
ing of my last trip (he was not avoiding me after 
all, I just hadn't received the message that he 
would be late) and we went down a short hall to 
an office with wood paneled walls. Lindsay took 
the seat behind the desk and I sat in front. He 
tossed Mike & Ikes into his mouth while he told 
me the story of Rap Snacks. 

The Rap Snacks company got started in 
1993. Lindsay did all the work himself. He 
developed the flavors, designed the bags, and 
convinced distributors to carry his product. 
Today, he employs a single administrative assis- 
tant. (The only thing that Lindsay could not do 
was distribution. He fondly refers to his distrib- 
utors, like Larry at Notz Brothers, as his “arms 
and legs.”) Lindsay saw that the kids in his 
North Philadelphia neighborhood would buy 
potato chips from corner stores all the time, usu- 
ally three or four bags daily. With a lot of hard 
work and street knowledge, Lindsay was able to 
nudge his way onto a crowded shelf. The first 
batch of Rap Snacks had a design similar to the 
one used today, but instead of Nelly or Lil’ 
Romeo gazing from in front of a brick wall, MC 
Potato stood in a doo-rag and headphones 
behind the decks asking “Can you rap and snack 
at the same time?” 

Lindsay's Rap Snacks, while touted today on 
the company’s website as “the Chips With the 
Rappers on It,” were not the first venture to 
unite hip-hop and junk food. Already present in 
bodegas and corner stores were Chumpies and 
Homegirl Chips (both Philadelphia-based com- 
panies), two products with less attractive packag- 
ing who have not achieved the success of Rap 
Snacks. : 

With a over 20 nationwide distributors to 
date and a deal with Universal Records that puts 
actual hip-hop artists on the packaging, Rap 
Snacks is sending a long ripple through the 
snack food industry. Rap Snacks are now manu- 
factured in five locations — York, Pennsylvania; 
Charlotte, North Carolina; Syracuse, New York; 
Denver, Colorado; and Omaha, Nebraska — for 
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James Lindsay, President and CEO of Rap Snacks. 


national distribution. This past September was 
the first time Lindsay shipped an order to the 
Los Angeles market. Chumpies, by comparison, 
are found almost exclusively in Philadelphia and 
show three generic “homeboys” on the package. 

In 2000 Lindsay struck up a deal with 
Universal Records, whose artists have since 
appeared in cartoon form on each bag of Rap 
Snacks with a short bio on the back. The host of 
artists rotates every three months in order to 
coincide with the release of a new album. The 
deal, Lindsay told me, “provides artists with a 
vehicle for advertising that didn’t exist.” The cur- 
rent batch of Rap Snacks plugs Lil’ Romeo, 
Nelly, and the Big Tymers. 

That same year Lindsay sent Wise Foods a 
case of Bar-B-Quing with my Honey Rap 
Snacks at their request. A few months later, 
Wise launched a new flavor: Wise Honey BBQ. 
A spokesman for Wise denied any connection 
between the Wise and Rap Snacks flavor. At any 
rate, Lindsay isn't bothered. 

“Let them copy me, I won't copy them,” says 
Lindsay, who is always looking to improve his 
product to stay ahead of the competition. His 
newest flavor is Sour Créme and Dill Pickle. 

The months ahead could mean a lot for Rap 
Snacks. In 2003 Lindsay hopes to unveil a line of 
Rap Snacks candy and cakes. He's looking into 
putting skaters and bikers on his bags. He also 
has tentative plans for Rap Snacks pickles, but 
only in the Florida market. He wants to hook up 
with a major distributor like Frito-Lay who have 
the market power to get Rap Snacks on the 
shelves of Wal-Mart and Target. Eventually, 
Lindsay sees Rap Snacks following the spread of 
hip-hop music itself, from the inner-city to the 
suburbs, And Rap Snacks aren't alone in making 
this reverse commute. This summer, Planet Ice 
Cream released the Posse Pop, a frozen treat 
wrapped with a positive personal message from 
Ice-T on the wrapper. The “Wild Thang” Posse 
Pop addresses young consumers with “Yo troop- 
ers peep this, knockin’ boots is stoopid fresh.” 

Lindsay also takes his responsibility in a kid's 


market very seriously; he uses his 
bags “to tell kids what I think.” 
Underneath Lil’ Romeo's face, for 
example, are the words “Stay in 
School.” Some flavors provide toll- 
free phone numbers for kids to call 
and receive counseling. 

“ “Lindsay has even managed to 
connect one market he never con- 
sidered — fine artists. The bags, 
designed jointly by an in-house 


Lindsay himself, have found their 
way into galleries and artists’ stu- 
dios in Old City, Queen's Village, 
and Chinatown. Shelly Spector has 
a bag of Rap Snacks framed and 
hanging in the bathroom of her 
Spector Gallery at and 
Bainbridge. Rap Snacks was one of 
the sponsors at the “Fuck Those 
Dudes,” an anti X-games party at 


5th 


the Horton Gallery on 4t and 
Market this past August. 

Tom Lessner, who works out of 
a studio at Space 1026, has outdone 
any of these shows of appreciation: 
He painted a 3 by 2 foot version of 
a Rap Snacks bag, featuring a car- 
toon rendering of Rodney Dangerfield — 
America’s least respected man — as he appeared in 
the photo for his 1983's album “Rappin’ Rodney.” 
Lessner has been a long time fan of Rap Snacks. 
When he lived in Ohio, he'd have his sister send 
him bags in the mail. He has fond memories of 
seeing the company truck, a since-retired box 
truck with the Rap Snacks name scrawled out in 
wild-style graffiti, driving through the city on 
deliveries. A few years ago he even tried to con- 
tact Rap Snacks and offer his services designing 
bags. He received no response to this query. 

Lessner, like the Universal-Lindsay design 
team at Rap Snacks, typically takes recognizable 
figures and paints them as a cartoon. His work 
strips away detail from the most embarassing of 
photographs, the posed press shot, and forces a 
viewer to see his subject at his most pompous 
and vulnerable moment. They all seem to be 
grinning the same grin — half embarassed and 
half proud at being caught. In September, his 
renderings of Guns & Roses and Van Halen 
hung in the Spector Gallery. 

Even if Rap Snacks have found a comfort- 
able home framed on the gallery wall, they will 
have to remain a part of the art of everyday life if 
the company is to survive. An eye-catching 
package's purpose is to be a disposable attraction. 
You are drawn to the product, buy it, eat the 
chips, and throw out the bag. Next time, if 
Lindsay's chips left an impression, you'll buy 
another bag. Such is the art of commerce. 

But there is something about the Rap Snacks 
bag that sets it apart from stores filled with eye- 
catching packages, The name ‘Rap Snacks’ itself 
conjoins two activities which were once unimag- 
inable together. Rap has been used to sell malt 
liquor, sneakers, and tolling papers before, but 
these are things that rappers rap about. James 
Lindsay gave the world Rap Snacks. Now it’s up 
to Lil’ Romeo to write the snack raps. ~ 


Richard Charles is Associate Editor of THE 
INDEPENDENT. 
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knuckleballs 


Tm a waiter at a restaurant 

and I’m not waiting on anyone; 
it’s dead on a Saturday, 

so I sit at the bar, 

chat with Pam the bartender, 
who tells me her boyfriend, a drummer 
in a rock band, 

is jealous and possessive. 

“When I’m not home,” 

she says he’s told her, 

“Stay inside, and lock the doors.” 


There’s maybe two tables occupied, 

and the restaurant is full of daylight, 

turning lemon blond the hickory wood of the bar, 
making the greasy brass trim 

sort of moan a little bit 


at certain corners. 


People outside walk by 


and look at their reflection 

in the restaurant windows; 

they carry bags, and paper cups of coffee. 
Some wear funny hats. I notice this 


in between commercials of the baseball game, 
sipping my own coffee at the bar 

in my crusty black uniform. 

It’s 6 to nothing, it’s 1:33 in the afternoon, 


and they say its 120 degrees on the turf. 

The Phils are losing, Larry Bowa 

looks like the worn father of a disabled child, 
and the stands are so empty 

that when a homerun lands in center field 

it takes a few seconds for fans chasing the ball 
to enter the camera’s picture. 


Pam's occupied now; she’s got 

two customers with nametags 

to flatter her. 

I already read the paper, 

I already ate, and no one else is working, 


and this pitcher on the winning team 
only throws knuckleballs. 


— BERNARD VAUGHAN 
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Of Camus & Litter: A Visit to FDR Park 


from FDR, page 1 


in—for those kids who still like to run around— 
and for the softball teams that play for bars and 
churches and offices and stuff, that’s pretty cool. 


Personally I can't catch a ball for shit, but the 


hands-on experience has gotta be nice. Get out 
and run around a little. The professional incarna- 
tion is a totally different animal to me, though, 
start talking labor (read: leisure) negotiations, 
if not the 
salaries and the inordinate amount of public atten- 
tion, at least the title of “National Pastime” is rich- 
ly deserved: A sedate majority waiting for an 
overpaid minority to do something interesting. 
Well, be that as it may, past the playground 
and a strong stand of trees we start to hear bugs 
and frogs and birds, that hot marshy sound, wind 
in the dry reeds. The view opens up to a pair of 
lakes, one of them looking pretty drained, but the 
other looking just delightful. There’s a pause you 
can take on the near shore of the latter, in the 
shade of a tree, and across the lake stands a stone 
pavilion, and closer on the shore is a classic Greek 
gazebo, standing on higher ground, looking just as 
graceful and effortless as Artemis on a motorbike. 
From here on I’m drawn every time into what 
feels half like a painting, half like a fairy tale, all 
naiads and dryads and shimmering togas in the 
periphery, all Shakespearean lust and folly, all 
beards and bathers and muddy marsh goddesses. 
Of course when we come around the shore to the 
gazebo everyone's fucking garbage is everywhere. 


In Camus’ The Plague there’s this character, an 
old man who moves dried peas one at a time from 
a full pan to an empty one and then back again, 
day after day, He's supposed to represent the 
author's much-discussed theories about the bene- 
fits of hopelessness, or seeking peace and strength 
through abject tedium without any ambitions or 
concerns about the result. And since there’s not 
much of anything more hopeless than trying to 
pick up every bit of trash in any given section of 
Philly, let alone expecting to see your efforts last 
more than a couple days, I can tell you first-hand 
that Mr. Camus was on to something. 

Naturally, when I start out with the picking up 
I'm feeling a little pissed.People are such total 
fucking slobs. Jesus. A person can get pissed 
enough to join Greenpeace or pissed enough to 
climb a mill-bound tree—hell, and I'll admire 
him—but if folks don’t clean up after themselves 
and show a little home-town pride ... I feel like 
baby seals and oil tankers in the Arctic Ocean are 
about the least of our worries. 

My home town in Nebraska probably registers 
around 55-60 percent on the butt-ugly scale, not 
for litter as much as poor planning and design. 
There's some great old downtown architecture, 
and a broad sandy river at the edge of town, and 
some of the residential areas are pretty great, too, 
but you've still got two big swaths of cement and 
signs intersecting in the center and spreading out 
in all directions, much like a lot of other towns in 
the country that don't have incentives like tourism 
keeping them pretty. I don’t even think it’s fair to 
blame capitalism as much as just 4 profound lack 
of imagination, and the low standards for your 
surroundings that tend to arise from same. 
Likewise here in Philly. 

So in my head I go to my hometown, and I 


come back here, and I get to feeling less pissed. 
This is where a good Camusian pea & pan exer- 
cise should take you, I feel like. After a few drops 
of sweat fall off the tip of your nose and the little 
anger and annoyance monologue runs its course, a 
deep quietude sets in, a certain fierce serenity. The 
guy and I have been filling an empty Heineken 
box with our trash-pick winnings, going through 
the blades of grass like the geese do, bit by little 
bit, picking up what looks like the remains of 
someone's wedding photo shoot: so not just cans 
and condom packets but also the petals of fake 
white flowers strewn everywhere. We fill and 
empty our box twice, and by then the general area 
is looking pretty presentable, and the box is get- 


. if not the salaries and the inor- 
dinate amount of public attention, at 
least the title of “National Pastime” is 
richly deserved: A sedate majority 
waiting for an overpaid minority to do 
something interesting. 


ting soggy, so we throw it out and climb the stairs 
to the gazebo. 


I don’t know, I could just be a simple-minded 
sucker, but I think the view from there is spectac- 
ular, the trees and the water and the ground 
around you. It’s cathedral grand, park bench easy, 
Roman ruins handsome. . .it’s higher ground. The 
ceiling dome is inlaid with light blue brick, as if to 
simulate sky. On this day the real sky cooperates 
magnificently. As it turns out, there's also a match- 
ing blue graffito on one of the pillars, a little 
“Biker Joe 4/03/01” which includes a small, taste- 
ful sky-blue pentagram. The summer breeze blows 
by. 

* * * 


like FDR Park for a number of reasons. I like 

builders with the foresight to re-create subtle 
joys from antiquity, like this gazebo here. Being 
without a car or bike or space-age roller skates, I 
like the convenience of taking the orange line to 
some open green when I don't feel like walking to 
Kelly or West River Drive. Well hell, I like Mr. 
FDR. If you haven't seen the patina-streaked stat- 
ues at his memorial in Washington, they come to 
you highly recommended. And while I generally 
resent our country’s persistent World War II boner 
and all that Greatest Generation bullshit, at least 
that FDR fella was a rock, and his wife was a rock, 
and thank God for good people in public office. 

I like FDR Park, too, for that distinctly 
Philadelphian feeling of pre-interrupted peace, 
not unlike pre-shrunk cotton or second Virginity. 
Most places out West, for instance, you find a nice 
secluded spot and spend half the time looking over 
your shoulder waiting for some bunch of drunk, 
rowdy, noisy folks (DRNF) to bust in and ruin it 
somehow. In Philly, the DRNF have already been 
most everywhere, had more drink, fucked each 


other, pissed on the ground and moved on, so if 


you don't mind a little indelicate residue here and 
there, you've got yourself a winner of a city, and 
you have the added bonus of feeling pleasantly 
incapable of surprise. In the park gazebo you can 
hear the distant hum of the interstate, and watch 
the long, slow line of cars trying to park, but as 


close as you are, you're ages away. It’s like being 
birds in a nest on a branch over the rapids. Fierce 
serenity. 


There's, a lot more gritty fairyland out beyond 
th Bazebo, as you, circle the little lake, crpss, the 
little stone bridges, pass the repeating units of 
South and Southeast Asian picnickers—almost 
invariably the women and children hang out at the 
picnic tables while the men go off and sit on blan- 
kets to play cards. Sometimes they bring radios 
and play that shrill Far Eastern pop. The whole 
park has a garbage problem, unfortunately. As far 
as I'm concerned nothing will ever top the morn- 
ing after July 4th at the park on Cleveland's piece 
of Lake Erie. You never saw so many stinking 
mountains of bottles and bed sheets and alu- 
minum casserole pans half-full of tepid, fly-infest- 
ed food. It was incredible. Though in a much less 
er state of disarray, I still find the condition of 
FDR a little heart-breaking. 

You can't the American Swedish 
Heritage Museum, a striking building with a 
striking green spire up top.Inside, there are pic 
tures of striking Swedish women joining the 
workforce in the 1940's to aid in the war ettort 
(World War II boners notwithstanding). That 
exhibit stays up through the end of September if | 
remember right, but then there’s sure to be more 
goodness to follow. 

Well, eventually my guy and I have had 
enough goodness and we walk back through the 
heat and throng and find ourselves a northbound 
train. A couple hours at FDR Park feels like a 
sweet, simple success. I think you oughta go there, 
and brighten the place up some more. 


miss 


REGARDING THIS DIME: 


Landscape Drawing #1 by Randall 
Sellers, Landscape Drawing #2 by 
Randall Sellers, and this 10-cent coin 
manufactured by the United States 
Mint, have all been magnified to 270 
percent of their original sizes. 
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Untitled 


On a hot summer night in a corner in the city, an old 
man made eye contact with me. His unshaven lips undulated as 


he spoke. 


“This used to be a diner like the one ‘cross the way.” He 
pointed to the building behind me. “I used to come here and get a 
hamburger and sit at the counter. You'd get a burger or a hot dog 


for a dime. That was before the war.” 
He cleared his throat. 


“Know that bar on the corner of Chestnut? Used to have 
great big glass windows. There would be girls sittin’ up in them. 
Two dollars got you a bottle of beer, the girl of your choice, and a 


room upstairs.” 


I fingered my turquoise necklace, and the conversation 


paused. 


Nearby, two thirtysomething women sipped dainty green 
cocktails. The natural blonde, with a handsome Prada bag under 
her toes, laid her cigarette in the ashtray and leaned forward. 
Instead of her brow, her voice gave away her surprise. 

“Did she really? I didn’t know Kelly had work done!” 

The towheaded friend pointed her salmon toenails and 
recrossed her knees, reaching into her Louis Vuitton bag to 
silence her cell phone. “She’s had more than you would guess. 
Martin threatened to leave her if she couldn't fit into her wedding 


dress on their anniversary.” 


The old man looked at the sky. “Looks like it wants to 


pour. 


“Yeah, it’s been looking that way all day.” 


“Hope you don’t get rained on,” he said. He nodded to 
me, turned away, and headed down the subway steps. 


— ANNIE COBB 
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from Musson, page 4 
Scott Musson's deceptively simple 
installation of Xeroxed text, people 
are smirking, laughing, shaking 
their heads in 
instead of shaking their fists in 
outraged fury. When asked to 
comment upon this, Musson 


bemusement 


grins. 

“That kind of interests me, a 
person being able to take an insult 
to their social description and 
laugh. This shows lind that “gortie' 
humans can see the limits of these 
social definitions and recognize 
something in themselves that is 
more than being black, more than 
being Irish, more than being a 
woman. Laughter is the accept- 
ance of what I do.” 

Growing up in Spring Valley, 
a suburb approximately 30 min- 
outside New York City, 
Musson admits that he 
intrigued by politics, particularly 
“It wasn’t strictly 


utes 
was 


communism. 
communism though. More like 
Mao Zedong as interpreted by the 
Black Panthers,” he 
Spring Valley is populated with a 


laughs. 


range of minorities, some 
Hispanics and Asians but mostly 
those of African American 
descent. “It’s a suburb,” Musson is 
quick to point out. “My friends 
and I hung out at the mall and 
played video games. I am from an 
absolutely middle-class back- 
ground.” A steady dose of hip-hop 
dominated Musson’s 
years. He has even been known to 
do a bit of rhyming himself, 


although his main focus is visual 


formative 


art. 

“Everyone in Spring Valley 
listens to hip-hop. It wasn’t nec- 
essarily a black thing; it was just 
how things were. Even the rich 
white kids listened to hip-hop,” 
Musson explains. “It’s an essential 
part of my work. I like the juxta- 
position of hip hop derived slang 
and formal, academic writing.” 

From Spring Valley, Musson 
migrated to downtown 
Philadelphia to obtain his degree 
in photography from University 
of the Arts. Largely attended by 
white suburban types, University 
of the Arts’ cultural sympathies 
lean more towards Morrissey than 
Ghostface Killah. Despite this 
fact, Musson is definite in stating 
that he never felt out of place or 
uncomfortable in art school. “I 
almost wish I'd gotten oppressed 
or something. I keep waiting for it 
to happen and it never does. 
People mostly liked my work at 
UArts.” Observing Musson in 
action, one feels he is comfortable 
in his own skin wherever he goes. 
His face beneath a full, bushy 
beard is open and breaks often 
into an easy smile. Tall, lanky, and 
dressed in comfortably sloppy 
thrift-store clothes, he is a quirky 
mix of vital cockiness and self- 


conscious seriousness. Prone to 


Jayson Scott Musson, after a fight. 


lapses into the gratuitously outra- 
geous, but personable. Friendly. 
The kind of guy whose mother is 
probably proud of him. 

Jayson Scott Musson’s mother, 
in raising him and_ his 
younger brothers on her own, has 


two 


gained in Musson a staunch 
champion of the one demograph- 


ic he refuses to insult — hers. 


“The first person who showed 
up at my show was a middle-aged | 
I left the room. 
That’s the one place I’m not tak- | 
ing this. She turned out to be the 


black woman. 


owner of a gallery and was actual- 
ly interested in my work, but I 
can't defend myself to that partic- 
At the 
opening, he fearlessly shakes the | 
hands of more than one chuckling 


ular section of humanity.” 


whiteboy-dreadlock owner, yet 
scans the room and turns the back 
every time he nips off his bottle of 
Jagermeister. His mother is pres- | 
ent, after all. Even in the midst of 
an aesthetic assault on social con- | 
structs, some things must remain 
sacred—-to the son grateful for 
the allowance to follow his 


dreams procured through hard 
work of 


the woman who raised 
him, if not the artist. When asked | 
to reproduce his mother’s reaction 
to “Too Black For B.E.T.” 
Musson shakes his head, a broad 
smile spreading over his face. “She 
just said that she liked it.” 
Exposed to more culture than 
one can possibly hope to absorb in 
a lifetime, many have begun to 
display an attitude of cheerful rel- 
ativism, a lack of serious commit- 
ment to any political position. To 
distrust social constructs, distrust 
oneself, and eventually find outlet 
for dissent only in laughing at the 
injustices of an era so contradic- 
tory and ultimately barren is 
entirely keeping with the current 
status quo, and itself a kind of 
conformity. Where Musson aims 
to outrage with his art, he finds 
only laughter, and furthermore 
accepts this laughter as proof of 
his work’s success. He forces his 
viewers to ask just what it would 
take for them to be insulted, 


whether there are any slurs left 


from NATIONAL, page 5 


Thom said. And while most of the 


| city’s registered historic places are 


9th oth 


century structures, 2 
sites are beginning to capture the 
attention of architectural historians. 
“In Society Hill there are buildings 
built as late as the 1970s that contribute 
to the character of the district,” said Dr. 
Richard Tyler, a historic preservation 
officer at the city’s Historic Com- 
mission, the board that will ryle on 


serving the National's facade. 
When Alliance tor 


Philadelphia preservationist Randy 
Cotton talks about the 1954 National 
building he like 
“windswept” and compares it to the 


century 


Greater 


uses words 


sleek cigarette lighters and nightclubs | 


of its era. His descriptions suggest 
movement 

Philadelphia, 
intent on preserving quaint memories 
| of colonial 


and progress. 


though, seems more 


“National built that building to 
say ‘we are with it, we are modern,” 
Cotton said. 
the building that’s what you see: a 


“And when you look at 


sense of speed and progress.” 
Indeed, the Art 

Moderne design recalls an era of sleek 

transportation, when machines had 


National’s 


novelty and seemed to promise a 
utopian future of efficiency and tech- 
nological progress. And though that 
dream didn't turn out as planned, the 


| era of its dreaming has unquestionably 
| become a part of our country’s history. 


The question now is whether the 
National will be able to do what 
Elfreth’s Alley and Society Hill have 
done — integrate itself into the city’s 
collective memory. And as developers 
continue to place multi-million dollar 
bets that Old City’s upward surge will 
continue, we might do well to pre- 
serve the remnants of one future that 
never came to be. ~ 


Ariella Cohen is an editorial assis- 
tant at THE INDEPENDENT. She first 
broke the story of the National in The 
Pigeon, THE INDEPENDENT’ extra 
news edition. 


that are potent enough to draw a 
sincere response. Despite his 
stance of cultural rebellion, Jayson 
Scott Musson accomplishes less 


destruction than illumination. If 


life, Musson has 


aimed his mirror directly at the 


art imitates 


good-natured frustration that 
defines life in an age of overstim- 
ulation and understatement. This 


times than brave Art | 
| Moderne dreams of futures past. 


imitation of life achieved through | 


his art is hardly a radical concept, 
but its power reverberates regard- 
less. 


Loren Hunt is an editorial assis- 
tant at THE INDEPENDENT. Her 


memories of the infamous Raymond | 


and Connie Marble appeared in the 
second issue thereof. 


in damaged pedestrians, 


from Krass, page 5 
around the store, coming across pho- 
tos of Red Foxx, Joe Nameth, 
Muhammad Ali, Frank Sinatra, the 
Temptations, the O'Jays, 
Harlem Globetrotters. Other photos 


and the 


featured Benny rubbing elbows with 
the likes of Sammy Davis Jr., female 
bodybuilder Pam Soliogolo, and a 
handful of famous people whose last 
names ending with vowels. I stood 
stdring at the: walls trying toifathom 
the ticH tapéstry of stories' tied up'in 


the old store. I have been told that a | 


photograph is the equivalent to 
approximately a thousand words, thus 
a thousand pictures should be rough 

ly equal to one million words. 
However when asked about the sto- 
ries behind the photos, Benny assured 
me that was not the case. 


“There’s no story. I know these 


people. They shop here because Krass | 


Brothers is the best.” 

Benny's use of the present tense 
(in a strictly traditional sense) appears 
to be rather misleading here, seeing as 
Krass’ 
clientele did their shopping several 
ago. the 
moment I walked into Krass Brothers 


how the majority of former 


decades However, from 
the distinction between past and 
present became blended and blurred. 
The walls of photos framed perfectly 
an unchanging image frozen in time. 
An aisle of hot, hot purple pants and 
a shabby 


stone-washed jeans resembled a fee- 


selection of brand new 
ble shrine to the frozen fashion gods 
of years past, beside a rack of tanger- 
ine corduroy suits old enough to have 
gone out of style not once, but twice. 
Funny thing, time is. 

Unbeknownst to Benny, crumby 
old time was functioning as usual out- 
side of the store and plotting against 
him. A few weeks later, I passed the 
store and it was completely empty, the 
After over 50 
years of giving the business, Benny 


walls bare and white 
had packed up his memories and 
taken his one million words with him. 


Anthony Tiziana ts a Philadelphia- 
based writer who studies at Temple 
University. e Will 
Never Drink Enough” appeared in THE 
INDEPENDENTS third tssue. 


His short story “We 


Tue NEW REMEDY 
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Doctors are recommending 
motoring as a cure for nervous com- 
plaints, Artful fellows, they know it 


will bring them @ nice steady trade 


x @ & 


L 


from DRAGON, page 4 


rolls south. A woman carrying two 
plastic bags makes no pretense of sit- 
ting up straight, she lays across two 
seats and falls into a rocky slumber. 
All the while, the television next to 
the driver blabs on about internation- 
al terrorism and stolen missiles. Some 
random action movie, I guess. 

An hour and a half 
boarded, the fumbles for 
change to get the Dragon Coach onto 
the Ben Franklin Bridge. The bus 
rumbles across the Delaware River, 
past the WMMR billboard, and pulls 


up to iith 
the Dragon Coach and pace these city 
streets well 


after I’ve 
driver 


and Race. I emerge from 


ahead of schedule and 
smelling far better than my Market 
East counterparts. 

Here’s a list of praise for the 
Dragon Coach: 

1. There were only four other 
passengers on the bus. Four. And only 
one talked into a cell phone. She 
spoke Chinese. I don’t understand 
Chinese, so I didn’t have to hear her 
relaying the Dragon Coach's coordi 
nates and arrange for a pickup. 

2. The Dragon Coach arrived 
at its destination in a timely fashion 
We passed dozens of freight trucks on 
the highway. I wasn’t born with an 
internal speedometer, but I'd say we 
were pushing 90 miles per hour past 
more than one International House 
of Pancakes. 

3. My seat was ample. And 
padded. With the closest passenger 
four rows ahead of me, I could stretch 
out. 


¥ 5 ee 
4. No malfunction’ or delays 
on the Dragon Coach. ~ 


Prick upa schedule for the Dragon 
Coach at its pristine office at 1041 Race 
Street. The Dragon Coach also offers 
service to Boston and Washington D.C. 
[Eds. note: And while you wait, why 
not treat yourself to } 
lemongrass tofu and vegetables spread 
across a bed of cold vermicelli noodles, 
served with a pot of tea, a glass of 


water, and a bite-sized candy dessert. If 


Vincent's your waiter, he might even 
throw in some diced melon. $4.50 at 
Viet Pho at 1022. I pity the Pho that’s 
not ladled on Race Street.] 

Richard Charles is Associate 
Editor of THE INDEPENDENT. His 
report on Rap Snacks and appreciation 
of Comethus appears elsewhere in this 


issue. 


Melly'’s 
CAFE & BOOKSTORE 


1010 5S. 9th Street 
“In the heart of the Italian Market” 
che ohm ‘& 

Now accepting quality used books for 


cash, credit or donation, 
che che he 
Single volumes to entire libraries. 


Call 215-923-3367 for information. 


www.mollysbooks.com 


THER RODKEY 


SEASONAL MOVES 


As if the shortening of the days 
was not enough notice, the annual 
symbiotic migration of dreadlocked 
youth carrying puppies to warmer 
air is a sure sign Winter is on his 


way. No need to worry about that 


|emaciated pooch, animal lovers — 
he’ll be well-fed at Mother’s haute 


€ome December. 
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november 15 - december 7, 2002 
opening reception - november 15 / 6-9 PM 


Tom Carey Sereh McEneany Shelley Spector 
William Johnsten James Rosenthal Adem Wallecavago 
Sere Lee Daniel Sadier Rebecca Westcott 
Thom Lessner Paul Santoleri Ben Woodward 

Rob Matthews Randall Sellers Ancrew Jeffery Wrght 
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Victor Shvaiko, 


“Evening in Ve 


Proudly presents the work of internationally 
renowned artist Victor Shvaiko. 


Please join us as we host a champagne reception in 
honor of the artist who will be in the gallery for a very 
special and rare appearance. The show will feature 
original paintings, limited edition serigraphs and the artist 


will be on hand to sign books and dedicate artwork. 


Come to the party, 
and see our full inventory that includes the work 
Warhol, Lichtenstein, Haring, Picasso, Dali 


Friday, October 25th (6:00 — 9:00) 
Saturday, October 26th (4:00-8:00) 
I. Brewster Gallery, 1628 Walnut St. 
is ta P hilade}phia, BA 19103, 215-73179200 asics bebinsh L 
Detail: Roy Lichtenstein “Shipboard” 


Women Don’t 
Choose To Have 


EatineDi 
But 
Choose 


rders. 


ey Can 
OT To. 


Eating disorders are not a choice or a 


lifestyle. They're not about vanity. 
They’re dangerous, life-threatening 
ues that don’t go away without 


health i 
intensive professional help, 


We know. 


At The Renfrew Center, we’ve helped 
more than 30,000 women and adolescent 
girls from around the world overcome 
issues with food and weight. And our 
research shows women stay healthy long 


after leaving us. 


If you or someone you care about is ready 
for help, call 1-800-RENFREW or visit 


www.renfrewcenter.com, 


THE 
RENEREW CENTER 


For Eating Disorders 


Residential & Outpaticnt Programs bor Anorexia. 


Binge | 


PAC ht. Lauderdak 
lervev ® South 


Bulimia. Body Imi 
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lelplia & Rive Maws 
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www .gyromart.com 
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[t-shirt by Sailor Jerry] 


Stop by the store or check us out online for great products from: 
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anything about the paternal side of my fam- 

ily until recently. What I knew about the 
Cobbs was scant: I knew I was named after my 
grandmother Anne and my _ grandfather 
Humphrey, which was cause for teasing in third 
grade, and I knew he wrote a book that got 
turned into a movie. Everything that I knew 
about him beyond that came from the dust jack- 
et of his novel, Paths of Glory, and a New York 
Times obituary my father found on microfiche 
and printed for me. 

These facts were available: Humphrey was 
born in Italy, in 1899, to an artist father and 
Philadelphia-educated physician mother. He 
grew up.in the Casa Guidi, notable for having 
been the home of Elizabeth Barrett and Robert 
Browning. He was educated in England before 
spending a few years in the States: At 17, he lied 
his way into the Canadian army in order to fight 


|= as much as possible, avoided knowing 


in World War I, where he was injured and ~ 


gassed, the latter of which was thought to have 
contributed to his early death of coronary 
thrombosis. 


Humphrey died in 1944, when my father 
was five. Paths of Glory, directed by Stanley 
Kubrick, was released by MGM in 1957. While 
the film is still marginally visible, the novel has 
long been out of print and out of vogue. Perhaps 
that is fitting, as the title of the book is taken 
from Thomas Gray’s “Elegy Written in a 
Country Churchyard.” The thirty-sixth line 
reads: “The paths of glory lead but to the grave.” 
That he barely knew Humphrey didn’t keep my 
father from trying to impress upon me the glory 
of my heritage. 

“Your grandfather wrote a great novel,” he 
told me, “about how bad war is. It was translat- 
ed into a lot of languages.” 

It was a noble effort on my father's part, 
although I was much more interested in paper 
dolls. My father.died when I was nine, and with 
him my interest in his parentage. 

Then, last year, I opened up a mildewed 
storage shed in a facility not unlike a scale model 
of Levittown, where I found my grandmother's 
family photo albums and boxes and boxes of my 
grandfather's writings. Had they not left this to 


posterity, I never would have cared that my fam- 
ily consists of more than my mom and half-sib- 
lings. 

I would not have known that on the brink of 
his success, my grandfather left his wife of 11 
years, Meta, for a younger, richer, more beautiful, 
dipsomaniacal, and aristocratic woman named 
Anne Hubbard. Nor would I have known that 
she had previously been married to a Portuguese 
man named Guido, or that my grandfather was 
such a fine writer. 

The following sections of his diaries, from 
the first two months of 1935, cover his divorce, 
the acceptance of the Paths of Glory manuscript, 
the titling of it, the Anne-Humphrey courtship, 
conversations with her mother, Mrs. Hubbard, 
and Humphrey's thoughts about life. He was 
preoccupied with what I presume was a dalliance 
of Anne's, which he called his idée fixe. It takes 
place in New York City. 


TUESDAY, JANUARY 1, 1935 


Most intense experience of love I've ever had. 
Utterly unique. An unmistakable aura. Definite 
feeling of having existed for a while in a hitherto 
undreamed-of dimension. Absolutely the most 
essentially exalting thing that has come into my 
life. 

All it was was the third hour of the New Year, 
sitting on the edge of Anne's bed, drinking her in 
deeply and smoothly and absorbingly. Unique 
sense of unity of being, mystical, inexpressible, 
indescribable, almost unbelievable. 


SUNDAY, JANUARY 13, 1935 


Got back just in time to hear the telephone 
ringing. Afraid not to answer it so I did. It was 
Mrs. Hubbard wanting to know if I was all right. 
We established the fact that we were all all nght— 
whatever that meant. I could have kicked myself in 
the groin for being unable to control a slight qua- 
ver in my voice. Maybe she didn't notice it, or if she 
did, perhaps she thought I was putting it on. 
Anyway, the conversation ended, thanks to Jesus, 
just before I burst into tears into the receiver. 

I really would give anything to be dead, and 
yet I do not, at this writing, feel much of a desire 
to kill myself. I can't explain this paradox. Maybe it 
is that I am too exhausted to summon the will and 
the courage to commit suicide, but that if life start- 
ed to leave of its own accord I would do nothing 
to detain it. One thing I must put in the record if 
it is to be kept somewhere within the light of truth. 
I have consciously and unconsciously used the 
weapon Anne placed in my hands, when she told 
me about the ... episode, against her. I have taken 
an unfair and ignoble advantage. My desire for 
revenge has always been a strong one. If someone 
injures me I have always wanted to make them suf- 
fer for it. But I don't think I've ever been quite so 
mean or dirty about doing so as I have this time. 

Good and sufficient reason for wishing to be 
dead, to be freed for ever from the stench of my 
own shame which has wrapped my whole being in 
an impenetrable and suffocating cloud. 

Anne called up. Does not want to see or hear 
from me for a week. 


Monpay, JANUARY 14 


No sleep till morn—and not much then, mind 
refusing to relax, sequences of thought constantly 
thwarting and pushing back the in-rolling tide of 
sleep. The only refuge I have left is now being 
denied me. 

Is Anne's excommunication of me really a per- 
manent one and not only for a week as she says? 
Does she think she is letting me down easy? The 
irony of it might be that we both discovered at the 
end of the period how easily we can get along 
without each other. 


TUESDAY, JANUARY 15 


At 11:30 last night Anne called up “to say 
hello.” I told her I didn’t get the point of her doing 
so. Did not tell her that I thought it rather cruel of 
her to disturb my efforts to adjust myself to her 
edict of excommunication which, though I consid- 
ered it rather arbitrary, I nevertheless accepted and 
have been trying to reconcile myself to. 

Redman called up to say Best had read my 
book and had gotten a great kick out of it. Wants 
the “implications of the last part of the book made 
more general.” Neither Redman nor I could quite 
make out what that meant. Best wants other men 
to read it. This was, of course, good news, yet it left 
me apathetic. All the heart was taken out of it by 
not being able to share it with Anne. All the heart 
is taken out of everything for the same reason. 

Late at night, Mrs. Hubbard called up to say 
that Anne had had some sort of relapse. I didn't 
think she ha? {ken to liquor again and, upon 


rar a es H., it was found that she 


hadn't. 

This performance didn’t fool me particularly. 

In the session I had with Anne on Saturday 
the 12th, after coming out of a week’s alcoholic 
lapse, she showed herself rather hard, quite 
unyielding. If any compassion or encouragement 
was dished out, it was done reluctantly, with an eye 
dropper. Apparently whatever love she had felt for 
me before was forgotten or no longer counted for 
anything. The excommunication made me acutely 
unhappy. I felt it was harsh—which I had earned, 
I admit—but I had expected some signs of mercy. 
Then I could not tell what it portended, feared 
that it might be the beginning of the end, disinte- 
gration. Could not help being slightly incredulous 
about this in view of the harmony which has exist- 
ed between us. 

One thing I have known a long time, namely: 


= eee 


that if I want fo, I can adapt myself to anything — 


and go on living or making some show of doing so. 
The desire to take punishment for the dubious joy 


of merely living is not as strong as it used to be, 


The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave, 
Awaits alike th’ inevitable hour. 


The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


The title of Humphrey Cobb's novel “Paths of Glory” 
is from this stazna of “Elegy Written in a Country 
Churchyard” by Thomas Gray. a 
however. I am wiser and have a better sense of the 
value or valuelessness of things. 


WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 16 


Anne called up and arranged to have luncheon 
with her. Met her at Grand Central. In two sec- 
onds, an arm-in-arm pressure had swept away the 
barriers and distances of the last 2 weeks. Our 
beings rushed irresistibly to meet each other again. 

She had very bad cramps, looked quite washed 
out. I took her home and stayed with her the rest 
of the day, nor was it an unpleasant one either. 


SATURDAY, JANUARY 19 


Grandeurs et miséres d'un amour. This diary is 
lopsided in that it records more muséres than 
grandeurs. This cannot be helped, however, for 
they are of this world, this dimension and they are 
capturable to a large extent in words. The 
grandeurs, on the other hand, belong to a dimen- 
sion of their own and can only he hinted at or sug- 
gested in the words of human language. So I make 
little attempt to describe them for it is futile to try 
to explain infinity and the stuff of which it is made 
in symbols too utterly frail and inadequate to bear 
the weight of the burden. 


SUNDAY, JANUARY 20 


Packed and then up to Anne’s about noon. 
Had a good talk with her mother, an unusual 
woman in many ways, not the least of which is her 
total lack of jealousy of me, the usurper, the inter- 
loper. Listened to the Philharmonic, chaperoned at 
inconvenient intervals by Marie. 


TUESDAY, JANUARY 22 


At 6:45 p.m. a wire from Anne: “Book 
accepted enthusiastically by Viking. All congratu- 
lations Oscar. Love from us both.” Very special 
thrill in getting this news from Anne. 

WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 23 


Fuss, fuss, fuss. Fiddle, fiddle, fiddle all day 
long. 


Aunt L pulled up her skirt to show me 
wounds in her stocking received in a fall. Always 
highly repugnant to me when an elderly woman 
pulls up her skirt, not so if a young one does. 

Don't know just where the age line is. 


FRIDAY, JANUARY 25 


Apathy, complete apathy. 

Bought an overcoat & suit at Brooks. Still in 
the trail of the grey flannel and still not getting it. 
Then to Viking where I met Marshall Best & 
Harold Guinzburg. Both very flattering about 
book. To sign contract Monday. Guinzburg only 
one so far to mention the episode in book which I 
myself consider most effective. Strange & com- 
plete lack of thrill in all this. 


jinn ie SATURDAY, JANUARY:26 2 

One of the reasons, of course, that I do object 
to Anne's friends is the fact that I have met prac- 
tically none who didn’t wear trousers, who aren't 
suitors or ex-suitors of hers. 

She called up at three, having gotten in at 4:30 
this morning. Told her I wouldn't go there for 
supper, that I was goddamn fed up with her and 
her goings on and that there was no use my seeing 
her as we'd only have a row. Later she telephoned 
and said she wanted to come down, which she did. 
She fell off the wagon again last night. We hashed 
it over and I let her have the works straight. Told 
her I was no longer in any hurry to marty her, as 
indeed I am not. She is untrustworthy and I’m not 
going to marry a person I can’t trust. All this 
frightfully discouraging and disheartening. Told 
her I wasn't going to let her disturb me anymore. 
I'd had enough of it. Sorry to see her waste the 
fine stuff in her but I couldn't do anything more 
about it. Told her I loved her but that was not 
enough; I must trust and respect her too. Took her 
home. Cold. To bed at 2:30 a.m., complete master 
of my emotions. Anne has definitely lost some of 
her power to make me upset. This gives me a not 
unpleasant sense of freedom. 


Monpbay, JANUARY 28 


“the world longs for ecstasy, and yet, with hard 
sense, protects itself against a knowledge of it, for 
true beauty is very terrible.” 

At Viking Press at 3 p.m. signed contract with 
Marshall Best—an extraordinarily solemn person, 
exceedingly difficult to talk to. 

Anne stopped by and I walked home with her 
and stayed to supper. 

Told Mrs. Hubbard that I was no longer in a 
Panic to marry Anne. Instantaneous rigidity and 
frigidity on Mrs. H.’s part. “I'm not at all sure that 
Anne's in any hurry either.” I felt very affection- 
ately to her for this immediate maternal protective 
reaction to a reflection on her cub. The cub sat 
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over on the couch looking at the same time, defi- 
ant and demure, eyes big but alert, finger running 
along her front teeth. Had no little difficulty 
restraining myself from going over and hugging 
her. 

The relationship between mother and daugh- 
ter is nice, and I like to watch it. I have a great 
affection for them as a unit, as well as as individ- 
uals 

4 words out of seven are ‘as.’ Couldn't have 
done that if I'd been told to. 


WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 30 


“Cold as the end of an Englishman’s cock.” 

Dressed, breastplate and all, and called for 
Anne. Then on to the McKinney’s for dinner. A 
Miss Granger there from Savannah, traveling 
under a heavy load of vérbosity and moles. Also 
Mr. Andrew Miller, a Scotchman, whose profes- 
sion it is to make maps from aerial photographs. 
Most interesting about this when I finally got him 
talking about it. Nearly always worthwhile listen- 
ing to a man talking about a subject which he 
knows. A very pleasant evening with people who 
are people and not puppets, have something to say 
and say it. Anne looked very stunning in a black 
dress. Several times our eyes met and I had to dis- 
engage before I lost myself in admiration. 


FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 1 


Lunch with Bob Littell at the Century Club. 
Discussed the book. Bob said it “got its claws into 
him and he couldn't put it down.” Thought 
Assolant good. Also description of the pimple. He 
noticed the “wallop” in the Note. Made several 
suggestions, all good, for changing it here and 
there, but it would be too much of a job. I doubt 
if I could follow them without botching the work. 

Met Anne and walked uptown with her. 

Pending a better title, if it can be found, I have 
decided on “Short Days Ago” from In Flanders 
Fields by John McCrae. 


We are the Dead. Short days ago 

We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 
Loved and were loved, and now we lie 
In Flanders fields. 


There are so many differences of opinion 
about the handling of various episodes in the book 
that I have decided not to change anything. I can’t 
please everybody and I am afraid that if I start to 
chisel at it I shall succeed only in botching it. 
Everybody seems to agree that the book has 
power as a whole so I'll let the whole carry the 
weight of the defects of the parts. 

Shopped with Anne, buying a pair of evening 
shoes. It’s fun to do things with her. Permanent 
wave a great success. But she’s a lovely looking 
creature with or without artificial embellishments. 


SuNDAY, FEBRUARY 3 


Anne came down. Lunch of cheese, salami, 
onions and coffee. Listened to concert. She wrote 
her aunt, Mrs. Andrews. We talked, read, and had 
some good laughs. 

To Pemberton’s for supper. They put their best 
foot forward socially and gastronomically with 
one glaring exception. Trying to be funny, I sup- 
pose, they tricked Anne into admiring a hideous 
portrait of an even more hideous bitch by pre- 
tending it was John’s grandmother. I came to 
Cub’s rescue, though she was taking it like a sol- 
dier. Making a monkey out of a person whom 
you've just met for the first time is cheap and easy 
stuff. This made me goddamn sore. John's idea of 
humour gets away from him quite frequently and 
drink accentuates it, though it couldn't be blamed 
on drink this time. 


Monpay, FEBRUARY 4 


Met David King, 
ex-member of the for- 
eign legion and other 
French units, at 
Redman’s. He had gone 
over my book for tech- 
nical French 
details and made a lot of 


army 


corrections and sugges- 
tions, some very valu- 
able, others merely per- 
snickety. A didactic fel- 
low. But it’s a god damn 
pleasant sensation to be 
consulted as an expert 
about manners, customs, 
and things that you 
know about. One or 
two, I felt, he really did- 
n't know about as well as 
I did. For instance, the 
Legion of Honour and 
just how and where its 
insignia are worn. 

Then to supper at 
Anne's. 


TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 5 


Re-title: “Anne 
Louise Hubbard, Ben 
Ray Redman, 
Humphrey Murray 


Cobb, Philip Littell, all 
think ‘Short Days Ago’ 
“Will do. It is vague and yet has implications.” 
PL. thinks much better of it than merely ‘will do.” 
It is not the inevitable title? Granted. But how 
many titles have been inevitable since God said to 
Moses, who was at the typewriter: ‘Title, Genesis 
Have you got that?” 


WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 6 


Working on MS. Making some alterations 
suggested by King. 

Bought a Bible in two volumes and a concor- 
dance at the Bible House for $1.35 for the works. 
It isn’t that I've gone pious but that I need a title 
badly. 

THURSDAY , FEBRUARY 7 


Worked on the MS. 

Letter from Cyrilla Edwards at Young and 
Rubicam about the book. 

Lunch with Jimmie Heidelberger. Genuinely 
impressed about the book, and this from a pub- 
lisher’s salesman is a real compliment 

Met Anne at Woolworth’s at 5" Avenue and 
40" St. While waiting, I took a position beside 
some mirrors and watched the people as they 
approached them. Men seemed to look at their 
reflections just about as much as women did 
Noted that both males and females who might be 
considered or who considered themselves good 
looking, looked in the mirrors much more than 
those who were obviously ugly. There are plenty of 
people who consider themselves good looking but 
who really are not. Are there any persons, I won- 
der, who are handsome or beautiful without being 
aware of the fact? 

Anne got a gushing but nice letter from her 
Syracuse Aunt, Mrs. Andrews. Better to have it 
gushing than gashing. 


MONDAY, FEBRUARY 11 


Took Ms. to Best. He said Heinemann had 
paid $500 against royalties. Best wanted to know 
if 1 thought this publicity scheme would smack 
too much of ballyhoo: to print 500 copies of the 
book and distribute them without binding and 
without title to the trade and ask them to suggest 
the title? He wants in this way to get them to read 
the book. I said Viking had an excellent reputa 


Humphrey Cobb in 1936. 
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tion for dignified advertising and that if it was all 
night with them it was with me. It would be their 
reputation and not mine that would suffer if they 
went blatant. Said I might have galley proofs in 
two weeks. Gave me a copy of Wilfred Owen's 
poems 


Walked uptown and spent the evening with 


the cub. We had an argument about what I con- 
sider to be her over-punctiliousness in answering 
the letters of her ex-suitors 

The eat-your-cake-and-have-it-too is defi 
nitely in the blood 


Tuesbay, FEBRUARY 12 


I'll officially institute the following orders 

Son of a bitch (s.0.b.) 

Horse’s ass (h.a.) 

Stufted shirt (s.s.) 

These men, then, are entitled to the following 
initials: Huey Long, $.0.B.; H.A. Ex-mayor 
O'Brien, H.A. Hearst, S.O.B Ogden Mills, S.S 

Wed 


In the contract with Heinemann, of which 


sday, February 13 


Viking sent me a copy, I find the following cuni 
ous stipulation 

Ie cadealotine 
shall be recke 


Called up Viking for an elucidation of this 
militant spade-calling phrase and got Miss Fanny 
Strassman on the wire. She didn’t know just what 
it meant but went out of her way to tell me that 
she had read the Ms. And that she had lost two 
night’s sleep over it. This approval, voluntarily 
given by a stranger, pleased me highly. 

Picked up 2 envelopes on Anne's table in a bit 
ot a taux pas. They were 2 valentines she had 
addressed to me. She was going to ask me to mail 
them without looking at them. She pointed out 
what a situation might have been created had one 
of the valentines been lost in the mail 

There is a good short story in this—or a short 
short 


THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 14 


In spite of everything — everything — I have 
again this evening definite suicidal feelings. How 


simple the choice is really. Why continue to try to 
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shooting baskets 
& looking for deer 


ae 


uring commercials I get 

up and shoot hoops on 

my Nerf net. I get all 

riled up watching the 

Sixers, so as soon as 
there’s a timeout or anything I stand up 
and take a few shots. My family room is 
nice and big, and even though a couch is 
in the middle (between the TV area and 
the dinner table area) it’s an awesome 
room for Nerf basketball. 

The room's actually an addition. It 
was built when I was real little, so I don’t 
remember the house before the addition. 
There's pictures of me — I’m Connie, 
before I forget — and my brothers Kenny 
and Dan and my sister Margie eating 
breakfast in the new room during its con- 
struction. We're all wearing jackets and 
eating cereal because the heating wasn’t 
finished yet. Why we weren't just eating 
in the old living room, I don’t know. ’m 
in the picture but I’m real young so I don’t 
remember any of it. We're all laughing, so 
I guess it wasn't too cold. Before the addi- 
tion my house was real small. The addi- 
tion — we call it the family room now — 
is as wide as the entire house, but it’s pret- 
ty much one big open room (sort of divid- 
ed by that couch), with a high ceiling, 
unlike the rest of the original house, 
which is divided up into small rooms with 
low ceilings, like the kitchen and living 
room. 

I'm a damn good shooter. I’m a starter 
on the JV team over at Saint Cat’s. I play 
the two guard and I’m not bad. Actually I 
made the All Star team. No kidding. I got 
this move I do. What I do is when I get a 
pass on the baseline, I kinda look at the 
detender, right, and then I do this pump 
fake. Eight times outta ten the spaz leaps 
to block the shot, and then I run right 
around him, along the baseline, and lay 
that puppy in, all suave and shit. Then I 
jog back to the other side all nonchalant, 
all badass. I’m pretty athletic. 

When I watch the games’on TV it 
really gets me in the mood. It makes me 
really wanna play: I-can’t:help it, So I start, 


‘ Cas raed Sa ace. 
shooting on the Nerf net. T have this ball 


from an older, imitation-Nerf set, and it’s 
bigger than the little official Nerf ball. 
This ball’s Styrofoam, too, but about 
twice the size of the Nerf ball. It’s almost 
as big as those minnie basketballs they 
have now. Anyway, it’s a lot more realistic 
than the tiny little shit you get with the 
Nert set. That thing is like a golf ball. You 
have to be a baby for that thing to do it 
tor you. I’ve had this one for years, me 
being a long time fan of Nerf basketball. 
It’s torn up pretty good — there's entire 
chunks ripped out — but it still works 
fine. I kind of even like it that way. Sort of 
how I like those smooth old leather bas- 
ketballs with no grippage. It’s got more 
character. I’m not too sure what that 
means, “character,” but that’s 
Margie always says about old stuff. She’s a 
lot older than me, like eight years older. 
For example, she must have her blanky 
with her when she goes to sleep at night. 
Her blanky! Jesus Christ, I’m ten, and I 
don't have a fucking blanky. I never did, 
for that matter. She’s like a grown 
woman, and she still has her blanky. The 
thing is all ripped up, I mean it’s practi- 
cally falling apart, but she says it’s got 
character. I never had a blanky. I just want 
to be clear about that. 

| used to play basketball up in me and 
Dan's room, but then I wizened up and 
realized the potential for the family room, 
so I had my Dad set up that other net 
down there. In the middle of the family 
room wall there’s an open doorway into 
the kitchen, so I had my Dad fix the net 
there so that it sits atop the doorway. It’s 
perfect because I can do lay-ups without 
worrying about running into the brick 
wall. That's how you can really tell the 
farnily room wasn't always there. You can 
see what used to be the outside brick wall 
of the house, before the addition. It’s real- 
ly weird looking, because it’s a brick wall 
on the inside of the house. I kind of tried 
to practice my baseline move a few times 
at home, but it doesn’t work out too good, 
because of the brick wall. 1 always run 
into the wall and almost kill myself. You 
have to come in at this weird angle, and 
it’s not the same as when you're on a real 
court. But shooting on the Nerf net, over 
and over, every day, is what has made me 
such a good shooter. I’m convinced of 
that. I'm definitely sure of that. 

My Dad gets a kick out of watching 
me shoot on the Nerf net. He'll sit at the 
dinner table smoking cigarettes and 
drinking his Busch, just sort of laughing 
at me. He watches the Sixers too, but I 
don't think he enjoys them as much as I 
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do. He’ll watch whatever's on. He doesn’t 
give a shit about that crap, the TV and all. 
He just sort of sits there and thinks about 
stuff. We've got these woods behind our 
house, and J always catch him just staring 
out the sliding glass doors into the woods, 
even at night when you can't see shit. The 
dinner table and his chair are right in 
front of the sliding glass doors, so he posi- 
tions himself sideways to the table, so that 
he’s facing the TV, but he’s always looking 
out into the woods. He’s probably looking 
for deer. We get these deer in our woods, 
and sometimes they come out, into our 
back yard. That’s usually during Winter. 
When the deer come into my back yard 
my Dad runs around the house like a 
lunatic looking for a camera, then he goes 
out to get a picture. One time he climbed 
up a fucking tree to get a good picture. I 
thought he was gonna fall out and kill 
himself; he’s pretty old. Another time he 
just walked right up to this big deer, like 
five freakin’ feet away. I don't know what 
he was thinking. The deer started like it 
was going to charge him, but then it 
turned around and jumped back into the 
woods. When it jumped and stretched 
out, you could see this big patch of white 
fur on its belly. It was like my Dad was a 
bullfighter, and the bull was sort of bluff- 
ing, you know, taking a quick step 
towards him. You should see those things 
jump, though. The deer that is. They can 
jump like 20 feet. I swear to god. I've seen 
them do it a bunch of times. And they're 
fast as hell. 

My dad does get a kick out of Charles 
Barkley. He likes Barkley. He says he’s the 
new leader of the team, now that Dr. J’s 
gone. My dad liked Dr. J, too, especially 
when he did those crazy windmill dunks. 
But [ll tell you what, I'll tell you what, if 
that deer had really charged my Dad, if it 
charged my Dad like a fucking Bull, he'd 
be done for. My Dad that is. I’m sure the 
deer would be just fine. Dad even admit- 
ted it. It had its antlers, and those things 
hurt. One hit my uncle Jimmy when he 
was riding his Harley, and it broke three 
of his ribs. Imagine getting hit by a run- 
ning deer with antlers when you're riding 
a motorcycle. Try and imagine that. I 
can't. When my Dad came back in, I 
guess to make us laugh, he said, “That 
thing had a serious case of antlers!” Like 


the antlers were chicken pox or some- | 


thing. 

My Dad’s much older than most of 
the other Dads. Maybe it just seems that 
way because I’m the youngest. Margie’s 
the oldest, then Kenny, then Dan, then 
me. But my Dad’s older than all the other 
Dads, definitely. He’s a lot different than 
most of the other Dads in a lot a ways. 
For example, most of the other Dads wear 
suits and shit to work. Not mine. I don't 
care, but it’s just an example of how he’s 
different. That’s all. There’s other exam- 


ples, too, but I won't get into them. He's | 


been working this factory job for years 
now. He makes cars every day, and it real- 
ly tires him out. After dinner he just chills 
in his chair at the dinner table, smokes 


cigarettes and drinks that Busch. Or | 


maybe Miller. I think he’s really getting 
sick of that job. In fact, I know he is. Like 
I said, he’s been doing it for years now. In 
fact, if I remember right, he’s had that 
same job since he was 18. Imagine that. I 
can't. For me, that would mean that in 
eight years I'd get this job, and I'd still be 
working that job when I was 54, which is 
how old my Dad is. That’s crazy. I can’t 
even imagine that. Grant it, eight years is 
a lot of time, a lot, but it’s still hard to 
imagine. Anyway, he's getting sick of it. 
Definitely. He's so tired when he comes 
home. 

I mean, just the other night I was 
watching a Sixers game and, you know, 
shooting around during the intermissions 
and stuff, and my Dad starts badgering 
me. He was a little drunker than usual. 
He never gets very excited or loud or 
mean or anything when he gets drunk, he 
just gets more and more tired. That's what 
it seems like to me at least. He just likes 
drinking beer, I guess. His eyes get like 
they're half-closed, and the ash on his cig- 
arettes get longer. That I really don't 
understand. He’ll smoke an entire ciga- 
rette without hardly ashing it, so that 
there’s like two or three inches of ash 
sticking out of his cigarette. It’s funny 
looking. You'd think the ash would just 
fall off, but it doesn’t. I’ve tried it with one 
of my buddy Pat's Mom's cigarettes. She 
smokes Kents. I'll smoke it down without 
ashing it, but the ash eventually breaks 
away by itself. Even if I try to balance it 
vertically, it still breaks off at a certain 
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Lines 
(act I) 


she said: 

"balance your checkbook" 
i grimaced 

and thought 

after all these years 

i don't even know where it is 
she said: 

"jt is what you should do 
if you want to be 
anstaendig" 

and i was supposed to be 
i was trying to be 

a little bit more like them 
and a lot less like me 


komm feuerchen 
du waermst mich 
und das macht mir mut 


i got down on my hands and 
knees 

and searched 

for my checkbook 

like she said i should 


i finally found it 

in that place 

where i keep everything important 
in that cabinet 

below my sink 

next to the bleach 


i did a lot of calculating 

and i got creative with the number 
2 

alas 

even eye know a little bit about 
voodoo economics 

it took me a while 

but i finally straightened the book 


it seems 

that through all my trials 
and simulations 

i had only managed to save 
all my doubts 

and a lot of debt 


(act II) 


& &} 


i am alwaze contemplating the size of the line 


when i smoke 
then she said: 


"now you have to go to the bank and straighten this 


thing 
out" 
so like the dog iam 


4 put all my-doubts in a shoe bax 


and exited 
stage bereft 
i made my way down market street 


bank bound 


the line was as i had anticipated 
serpentine 

byzantine 

airportesque 

i clutched the shoebox 
containing my doubts 

and readied my deposit slip 

i watched day turn to night 

and night turn to day 

and still they didn't call my number 
i wished 

i was back in the womb 


(act IIT) 


the first nine months of my life 
were bliss 

cloaked as i was 

in nourishing embryonic fluid 
thus i was well fed 

hence my double chin 

i slept when i saw fit 

which was a lot 


though a lot of people don't believe me 


and never have 

about a lot more than just this 
i distinctly 

remember 

being born 

and why shouldn't i recall 

my paradise 

lost 


i never planned on budging 
rather concentrated on staying put 
but two weeks after nine months 
they called me mum 

into the krankenhaus 

i started kicking 

screaming 

and holding on for dear life 

thus beginning my relationship 
with 

durchhaltsvermoegen 


they attached me mum 

up to a bunch of healing machines 
i made like a fly on the wall 

and held on 

just a little bit tighter 

then they put weights 

on me mum's 

stomach 

in an attempt to put the squeeze 
on me 
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2008 Delancey Street 


“MAKING SHAKESPEARE” 
ANEW EXHIBIT AT THE ROSENBACHI MUSEUM & LIBRARY. 
Take a Tour with Michael Barsanti, 
the man THE PIGEON called 
“the World’s Friendliest Curator.” 


(218)732-7200 


Erik Bader, author of the novel 
“The Pilot & The Panda” 


Announces a Limited Edition of the Complete Work 
which will soon be made available 
to Advance Subscribers. 
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point. I don’t get it. My Mom and 
Dad both Benson & 
Hedges. Maybe it depends on the 
brand of cigarette. Who knows. But 
then again, ash is ash, and they all 
taste like ass to me, to be honest 
about it. 

My Mom — I forgot to men- 
tion her — she was at work that 
night. She’s a nurse, and she works 
nights. I don’t think she’s too hot 
about her job, either. | mean, I know 


smoke 


she likes the whole helping people 
aspect; 1 know that. She’s told me 
that. But the hours she works are 
pretty tough, being mostly at night 
and all. 

I forget where everyone else 
was. I think Kenny was sleeping. 
He's always sleeping. He comes 
home from school and just goes to 
sleep. And when he’s awake he 
never leaves his room. He just sits in 
his room and watches TV. He’s like 
a pissed-off teenager or something. 
Margie was out, now that I think 
about it, and so was Dan. Margie’s 
pretty much allowed to do what she 
wants, I guess, cause she’s getting 
pretty old. Dan, he does whatever 
the hell he wants. My parents have 
just about given up on keeping tabs 
on his ass. He'll just get up from 
dinner and be like “I’m going out,” 
and my parents will say, “Where are 
you going?” and by then he's practi- 
cally out the door, and he just says, 
“out,” and then he slams the door 
shut. Dan's crazy. 
he'll end up in jail. You should hear 
his screaming matches with my 


I’m convinced 


Mom. It’s horrible. Dan just doesn't 
give a shit. At least that’s how I see 
it. 

So my Mom was still at work, 
and I was just shooting baskets and 
watching the game with my Dad, 
sort of, when he started badgering 
me. He was sitting in his chair, you 
know, and I was running around, 
practicing my three pointers or foul 
shots or whatever — | swear that’s 
why I'm such a good shooter; It’s all 
hand-eye coordination — and my 
Dad's like, “Connie, c’mere a 
minute.” And I’m like “What, Dad, 
what?” I just didn’t feel like dealing 
with him, to be honest about it. | 
just felt like shooting baskets and 
watching the game, not talking to 
him when he’s all drunk and shit. 
So I kept shooting baskets, like, 
faster and faster, and I wasn't really 
looking at him, but he kept going, 
“C’mere, c'mon over'ere a minute, 
Connie, I wanna ask ya a favor, 
C’mere.” He kept going on like 
that. I just kept shooting faster and 
faster, shooting again from wherev- 
ér I caught the rebound. I had a 
great rhythm going all of a sudden, 
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from WissAniccon, page | 


around the city stretches further north and west 
of the Schuylkill, to the rivulet we know as the 
Wissahiccon Creek (I am going to use Poe's 
spelling of the Creek's name throughout this 
article — who am I to argue with the Great Man?) 
I first learned of Poe’s link to the bike trail, the 
Forbidden Drive (so called because of the ban- 
ning of those new-fangled motor vehicles from 
the path in 1899), and the Wissahiccon Creek 
through my friend Steve, who casually men- 
tioned that the father of the macabre and the 
modern detective novel had written about the 
area. This information was passed on as I labored 
up one of the inclines on the trail, while he scoot- 
ed effortlessly past me, but my oxygen-deprived 
brain still managed to remember the mention of it. 
The climbs on the upper part of the bike trail are 
not that arduous, but they come as tests to one who 
is feeling his age, and has just cycled from South 
Philly; to the Art Museum, and up past the Falls 
Bridge to Ridge Avenue and beyond. It sparked my 
interest to know that Poe had walked the same trail, 
and that he had published his observations of the 
experience. 

The following week I spent some time at 
Temple University library working my way through 
the collected works, until I found the article I was 
looking for: deceptively called “The Elk,” Poe's 
essay was first published in The Opa/ in 1844. As 
one would expect with Poe, the article is dual- 
edged, extolling the virtues of the Creek and envi- 
rons, but also bearing a sting (if a soft one) in the 
tale. 

Poe begins by claiming that tourists to the 
United States are only aware of the natural “lions” 
of the country: he names specifically “the Hudson, 


Niagara, the Catskills, Harper's Ferry, the lakes of 


New York, the Ohio, the prairies, and the 
Mississippi,” and thus they miss so much of what 
else the nation has to offer. Poe argues that the best 
of nature lies away from the tourist track, in the 
interior of the country, and that the specifically 
American aspect of it is that it has beauty without 


the element of the sublime — that combination of 


fear, awe, and admiration - that was so often asso- 
ciated with the power and effect of the natural in 
Europe. In America, Poe argues, the feature is 
beauty alone; there need be no element of fear or 


awe to achieve the full effect. To get to the best of 
American scenery, Poe claims, one has to walk off 


the beaten track, unlike in Europe where all scenery 
is available from the interior of a carriage, or from 
horseback. Poe is especially interested in river 
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scenery, offering the great rivers of the continent as 
exemplifying the best of the natural United States, 
but he cautions that it is not always the major rivers 
that deserve the highest praise. At this point he 
tums to a local waterway: the Wissahiccon Creek. 
He describes it as 


that, were it flowing in England, it would be the 


“of so remarkable a loveliness 


theme of every bard, and the common topic of 


every tongue, if, indeed, its banks were not parceled 
off in lots, at an exorbitant price, as building-sites 
for the villas of the opulent.” Poe prefers the 
Wissahiccon to the Schuylkill, which he describes 
as over-praised and marshy in comparison with to 
the clear and swift flowing waters of the Creek. Poe 
recommends that Philadelphians and other visitors 
“take the Ridge Road, running westwardly from 
the city and, having reached the second lane beyond 
the sixth milestone, follow this lane to its termina- 
This will lead to the stretch of the Creek 
where the best reaches can be viewed and visited on 


tion.” 


foot or by skiff. Poe does find the gorge created by 
the Creek to be gloomy due to the steep sides, and 
so suggests that the Wissahiccon should be visited 
in the brightmess of the noonday sun. He admires 
the “high hills, clothed with noble shrubbery near 
the water, and crowned at a greater elevation, with 


some of the most magnificent forest trees of 


America.” He appreciates the “pellucid water” 


which “lolls in its gentle flow, as the blue waters of 
the Mediterranean upon the steps of her palaces of 


marble.” 

Poe's observation of the Creek 
becomes more characteristic when he relates the 
story of an afternoon spent drifting in a skiff, dur- 
ing which he fell asleep and dreamed of the 
Wissahiccon as it would have been in older times, 
when the “red man trod alone, with the elk, upon 
the ridges that now towered above.” Poe then opens 
his eyes and sees an elk standing on the shore, leav- 
ing him wondering if he has conjured it, and 
whether it is an apparition or really there. His spell 


and environs 


is broken when “a negro emerged from the thicket 

. offered salt; and spoke a few words of encour- 
agement or conciliation. Presently, the elk bowed 
and stamped, and then lay quietly down and was 
secured with a halter,” The animal, it transpires, is a 
pet that belongs to a family who owns a villa in the 
area. Nothing, in Poe, is ever what it first appears to 
be. 

In the course of his article Poe mentions that “it 
was not until Fanny Kemble, in her droll book 
about the United States, pointed out to 
Philadelphians the rare loveliness of a stream that 
lay at their own doors, that this loveliness was more 


than suspected by a few adventurous pedestrians of 


i 


the vicinity.” This reference to Kemble’s journal, of 


course, also sparked my interest and sent me to the 
memoir, and — as it transpires — Kemble’s admira- 
tion was more of the Schuylkill than of the 
Wissahiccon. 

Fanny Kemble belonged to a theatrical family — 
reasonably analogous to the Redgraves of our own 
era — who traveled as a troupe and gave perform- 
ances in England, Europe, and the United States. 
Kemble kept a journal of the trip in 1832, made to 
further the reputations of the familial thespians, but 
also with the purpose of finding Kemble a suitable 
husband (a mission that was successfully complet- 
ed). Her observations are refreshing and direct, and 
give us a very clear picture of how many locations 
in the U. 
Kemble 


Philadelphia, which she found infinitely preferable 


S. were seen from a visitor’s point of view. 


was particularly complimentary about 


to the overcrowding and mania of New York. 


The journey from New York to Philadelphia 
took the party “less than ten hours, in spite of the 
bogs, ruts, and other impediments” and was 
achieved by steamer from New York to New Jersey, 
then across country over “marshy, clayey, sticky soil, 
rendered doubly soft and squashy by the damp 


The 


horse-drawn coaches, 


met hod ot tra insportation was by 
Kemble as 


clumsiness and wretchedness.” 


weather.” 
described by 
being of “surpassing 
Eventually they t insterred again, this time to car- 
riages on a railway line. Kemble was shocked to 
find that the 
like those on the Liverpool railway, but by horses.” 


“carriages were not drawn by steam, 


This contrivance got them to the banks of the 
Delaware River, and even after such a tiring journey 
Kemble stil] had the insight to perceives the enor- 
mous width of the river “the 
future abode of the most extensive commerce and 


as emblematic of 


the greatest maritime power in the universe.” 

The following morning Fanny Kemble set out 
to get the measure of Philadelphia itself, finding a 
“greater air of age” than New York, and a city sport- 
ing a “not so new and flaunting a look.” She admires 
the “more substantial, sober and city-like appear- 
ance” of the metropolis, concluding, “I like this 
town extremely.” 

On October 16, 183 
panied by her father, rode out tow 
the Schuylkill, through countryside that was “so 
weary, dull, stale and unprofitable, that | was hearti 


2, Fanny Kemble, accom- 


ly sick of my ride.” Kemble’s mood changes-when 
they reach the river, Which she admires as “broad 
and placid as a lake, with its beautitul banks and 
rainbow-colored woods.” She enjoys the “rich col- 
ors of the foliage [whic h] cast a warm light over the 


translucent face of the mirror-like stream, and far 


rds the banks of 


ee el eat BY ROMMATOMATOMAAN SEAVER CUERAS ATO) RPA TER TTTA OR ATV AMM ALG ETT ETV ANT A ON 


TUT 


along the winding shore, a mingled mantel of gor- 

banks, 
Two days later, she 
She 


geous tints lay over the woody and was 
reflected in the still sunny river.” 
revisits the site, but travels further on. 
approaches the river from Arch Street, described as 
“a fine, broad, long street, running parallel with 
Chestnut Street.” 


works where “the curving banks form a lovely little 


They finally reach the water- 


sunny bay” and Kemble admires the “bright hues of 
the heavens and the glowing tints of the wooded 
shores [that] were mirrored with wondrous vivid- 
ness of its bosom,” and states, “I never saw such 
gorgeousness or such perfect harmony of color. The 
eye was drunk with beauty, and I who am not a 
painter, was half crazy that I was not.” 

On the same ride, Fanny Kemble saw a farm 
house that reminded her of England and shé spec 
ulates that some of her countrymen must have built 
it and live in it. She wonders how the people can 
live here in Philadelphia, in a resemblance of 
England, and not be haunted by their homeland. 
She feels that the 


against her white shores [would] resound in my ear 


7 


“far-off chiming of the wave 


D 


through the smooth flowing of the Schuylkill.” I, 
like the Kembles, find myself English and abroad, 
The 


and yet I do not share the same feelings 
Wissahiccon and the Schuylkill are specifically and 
definitely Philadelphian, and they remind me otf 
England. The 


the 19th 


nowhere else — certainly not 
Forbidden walked by 


Century is still resonant of the lost eras he found 


Drive Poe in 


locked in there, even while the joggers run, and 
cycling novices like me puff up the slopes and tree- 
wheel down the inclines. The walks and cycle paths 
are escapes trom the city, but are still very much part 
and Kemble 


admired is threatened somewhat by the trattic on 


of it. Even if the peace that Poe 


Kelly Drive, Lincoln Drive, and I-76, these paths 
and waterways 


still make Philadelphia what it is 
today, as much as they did for Kemble and Poe over 
150 years ago. 

Ne 


Note: Poe's article “The Elk” can be found in 
“The Works of Edgar Allan Poe” (1909) Volume II, 
published by the Century Company of New York. 
“Fanny Kemble: Journal of a Young Actress” ts pub- 
lished by the Columbia University Press. 
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with my Dad badgering me. When 


youre practicing your shooting, 


rhythm is the key. It’s great if you 
have someone who can rebound for 
you, you know, who can just keep 
dishing you the ball. But I practice a 
lot by myself, so what I do is, I just 
run own rebounds and 
shoot from wherever I get it. It gets 
your heart pumping, and you get to 
“practice shots from all different 


directions. So here I was, 


after my 


running 
all the hell over my tamily room, 
chasing my own shots and firing up 
more shots, and then running after 
them, while my Dad's sitting there 
at the dinner table calling after me, 
“Would you c’mere, Connie, c’mere 


kiddo, I 


”T just kept doing my thing. I 


wanna ask you a favor 
Jesus. 
figured he'd just quit it it I didn’t 
but he 


pay any attention to him, 


didn’t. I had an incredible sweat 


going when I finally went over to 
him. 

I could smell the beer on his 
breath. He put his hand on my arm, 
and he goes, “Connie, when your 
mother comes home tonight, I want 
you to ask her a question for me.” 

“All right,” I said, 
annoyed. “Whatta you want me to 
ask her?” 

“When 
home tonight, | want you to ask her 
Can 
When 
ask her it she 
thinks I should retire.” 


“what?” I was 


your mother comes 
it she thinks I should retire. 
you do that for me, kiddo? 
she comes home, 


1 thought to myself, Jesus 
Christ, why the hell would I ask her 
that? But, to be pertectly honest 
about it, I 
kind of felt sorry for him. So I told 
him sure, Dad, I'll ask her that. And 
I had to 
because he kept making sure 
“You'll do that for me kiddo 
All right.” I started to 


shoot around again, you know, and 


about it, now that I think 


then promise and all 


Promise? 


though my heart was pounding, | 
mean pounding, it was pounding in 
this different, non-athletic way 
There was no rhythm to my heart 
beat. The only thing it reminded me 
of was getting chased by cops or 
something. That's fear. But it wasn't 
tear that was making my heart 
pound away, it wasn’t fear I was 
teeling, though it was something 
kind of similar, 

To be pertectly honest about it, 
I was so bugged out by the whole 
thing that I couldn't concentrate on 
my shooting immediately after his 
question, and I felt like sort of a 
puppet or something. | saw the ball 
in its arc going towards the basket 
and all, but I wasn’t the one shoot 
ing or something. I felt so damn 
weird I went to the bathroom. I just 


| turn to Next, page 22 
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The Fight for Strawberry Mansion 
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program, a heightened police presence (foot patrols on 
almost every corner) billed to give the street corners back 
to the people. In the next phase, the abandoned houses 
that have become refuges for drug users will be demol- 
ished. This is not a simple task. Although there are many 
that see promise in the NTI, there are also a great num- 
ber of skeptics in the community. They've heard these 
promises before. They have questions that aren't being 
completely answered. 

What will become of the thousands of vacant lots 
remaining in the wake of the wrecking ball? Will the 
Mayor raise property taxes to fund his ambitious plans? 
Will renters be forced out of their homes after weather- 
ing the storm for so many years? What is the timeline for 
the program's completion? Is the city really defeating 
blight, or just allowing it to relocate? 

These are the voices of concern in Strawberry 
Mansion. They can be heard at any town meeting or bus 
stop. They are the pleas of those who stayed and fought 
when others ran. The Mansion is their home and their 


story. If there is a happy ending, they want to be a part of 
it. 


THE GOLDEN YEARS 


n the 3300 block of Montgomery Avenue, Portia 
O Reasons sits in her living room watching televi- 

sion. Decades ago on a summer evening like 
this, she would sit outside on the porch with her husband 
and watch as the sun slowly disappeared like a bright 
orange balloon over the rooftops of her neighborhood. 

During the course of 50 years, Mrs. Reasons has seen 
the sun set upon many things in Strawberry Mansion. 
The gas lamps that lined the block when she first moved 
here in 1951 are gone now. Back then, Portia and her 
husband were the only black tenants on the block. By 
1960 almost all of the white families on that block and in 
the entire region had sold their homes and moved on. 
Since her husband passed away years ago, Portia has been 
on her own in the home they made together. The kids 
don’t play on the streets anymore and crime-ridden 
avenues have ended the practice of porch sitting. Mrs. 
Reasons is the only one left on the block from half a cen- 
tury ago. She has watched the transformation take place 
before her eyes. 

When she first moved here, Sam Katz was her next- 

door neighbor. A reporter for the Ingutrer lived a few 
doors down. Many of those homes are vacant now. Portia 
spends most of her nights indoors — alone. Still, she will 
not leave, nor will she be forced out. According to 
Reasons, “when you run, everyone else just runs behind 
you”. 
As the landscape began to change for the worse, the 
Reasons volunteered to build a basketball court so neigh- 
borhood kids could channel their energy in a positive 
way. Those in the neighborhood know who she is. She 
4) Temains a vocal part of the community, placing her trust 
in area officials and politicians Jike City Councilman 
Darrell Clarke, who she believes are ‘working in her best 
interest. 

As sunset gives way to twilight, Portia Reasons looks 
forward to a time when the kids are once again playing 
on the safe streets of a place she calls home. At this late 
date she has no intention of finding another one. 


A SAINT IN THE CITY 


usk is falling down the street at 32nd and 
D Montgomery as Dr. George E. Gibson Jr. 

emerges from the First Baptist Christian 
Baptist Church. It is an especially humid August evening, 
and the streets are permeated with an uncharacteristic 
calm. 

A bronze SUV pulls up and stops at the traffic light 
on the corner. The driver, a black man who looks to be in 
his late 20s or early 30s, shoots a glance to his left and 
then rubbernecks. He places the vehicle in park and 
emerges, walking toward Dr. Gibson with purpose and 
intent. As the two meet one another in the middle of the 
street, they lock into a tight embrace, each one smiling 
over the other's shoulder. The light has turned green but 
no one honks or seems to mind. There is an understand- 
ing and respect for the Pastor that supercedes the ordi- 
nary rules of conduct in the neighborhood. The Doctor is 
on the block. Everything else is just details. 

On this particular evening Dr. Gibson reminisces 
about the circumstances that brought him here and the 
conviction of his mission. He speaks of his commitment 
to the people of the community at large. Gibson credits 
his athletic prowess with helping him escape a life of hus- 
tling and thug politics as a boy. At a young age it became 
apparent that Gibson would excel at basketball. As he 
polished his game, street-corner dealers would warn him 
off their turf, intent on not allowing him to waste his 
potential or become a crossfire casualty. After attending 
Staunton High School, George received a scholarship to 
play for the Winston Salem State University and was 
subsequently drafted by the Philadelphia 76ers. 
Eventually, after being beat out for a position on the 
squad by Mike Dunleavy, Gibson had to consider what 
he would do with his life. 

It was during this period that Dr. Gibson began to 
take an added interest in his nephew Scott and his 
involvement with the kids in the neighborhood. Gibson 
yearned to be a positive influence in his nephew's life. 
Gibson offered alternatives. Scott resisted. One night, at 
the age of 19 on the 5400 block of Warrington Street in 
West Philadelphia, Scott was stabbed to death in an 
altercation over a pair of earrings that he had bought for 
his girlfriend. : 

Amidst the grief and confusion following Scott's 
death, George resolved that he would become an advo- 
cate of redemption — a helping hand for those whose 

rasp is slipping. 
j He sea ‘hi mission in Strawberry Mansion 15 
years ago. George looked at the bloodshed and violence 
that ruled the neighborhood and realized something was 
terribly wrong. According to him, “It was genocide. We 
were killing our own”. x 

Dr. Gibson became a well-known minister deter- 
mined to bring God's word to the ghetto. He expanded 
his quest to include educating teenagers about AIDS, 
spearheading the controversial effort to give out condoms 


T 


HE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


in schools. He surmised that it was unrealistic to expect 
that kids would simply abstain for abstinence’s sake. 
Therefore, Gibson reasoned that parents should first con- 
cern themselves with saving their children’s lives, and 
then go about the business of educating them about the 
real dangers of promiscuous sex. 

George then took his ministry one step further. He 
began gathering parishioners on weekend nights in an 
effort to bring the streets back to the homeowners. 
Gibson's group would converge upon the corners pollut- 
ed with the heaviest drug traffic between the hours of 11 
p.m. and 2 a.m. He would preach and boldly lead the 
makeshift congregation through traditional Christian 
psalms. For three hours, the dealers were effectively shut 
down and the people temporarily regained control of 
their streets. 

Gibson equates his nocturnal approach to fishing. 

“You always have to pick the best time to go fishing. 
Because our Church is located in the ‘hood, the best fish- 
ing is done at night. At night the fish come out to 
breathe. They can't see the bait and they can’t see the net 
because there's no sunlight. That’s why we chose those 
hours to spread the Word. Midnight is like high noon in 
the ‘hood.” 

Over the years George has won praise from almost all 
the neighborhood. Even dealers show him the respect 
and admiration his presence commands. After 46 years of 
living on some of the city’s most demonized streets, 
Gibson speaks from a voice of experience. It is a voice 
that assures them that it’s OK to be scared. It is Gibson’s 
first-hand knowledge of the dangers of crime that makes 
them listen when he tells them that living by the streets 
will inevitably lead to dying on the streets. 

Several years ago, on a summer evening similar to this 
one, George brought a 16-year-old boy who had been 
stabbed into the church to talk. The boy had been knifed 
in broad daylight and was bleeding profusely. A crowd 
had gathered out front of the church, and neighbors told 
Gibson that the boy had a gun and was on his way to take 
his assailant in revenge. For hours Gibson appealed to the 
boy’s sense of justice, trying to convince him that, “We 
can never change the neighborhood if we continue on 
like this”. 

In the end the boy agreed. The two emerged and 
announced to the crowd that God had won out that day. 
That is what Dr. Gibson's mission is essentially about — 
saving the ideals and faith of a community one sinner at 
a time. He is the proverbial shepherd who will temporar- 
ily abandon the flock to bring one lost sheep back into 
the fold. 

To the wayward souls dwelling down the dark alley- 
ways of the Mansion, Gibson is both father figure and 
brother — mentor and messenger. They find in him some- 
thing that the increasing police force in the neighbor- 
hood cannot provide them — understanding void of judg- 
ment. 

As he turns left down Montgomery Avenue, word 
travels via a host of appointed messengers that the 
Doctor is on the block. Dusk is giving way to nightfall. 
In, the ghetto_busineés is about.to pick up, and George, 
Gibson is ready to go fishing. 


WHEN THE SMOKE CLEARS 


his is not the first time that a Philadelphia 

[ Mayor has proposed a plan to raise Strawberry 

Mansion from the ashes. In the mid-1960s 

Mayor Tate put together a renovation plan that by mod- 

ern standards comparatively outweighed the financial 

commitment of the NTI blight plan. Looking at the 

Mansion 35 years later, Tate's program was clearly a fail- 
ure. 

In the late 1980’s Mayor Goode enacted a housing 
giveaway program that allowed tenants to take ownership 
of tax delinquent properties in exchange for renovating 
the lot and living on the premises for at least five years. A 
few newcomers moved in, but this wasn't enough to 
reverse decades of flight and decay. 

Enter Operation Safe Streets and the NTI. Ideally, 


the 2274 and 23°d police districts will emerge victorious 
and bring the neighborhood back to the taxpayers. 
Homeowners will return to their stoops and residents will 
no longer live like prisoners. Then, vacated ruins of brick 
will be razed to make way for a new vision in Strawberry 
Mansion. 

But what is that vision? 

Dr. Gibson has assembled a list of priorities with the 
people of the Mansion to propose to the city. These pri- 
orities include plans for a return of businesses to the 
neighborhood that would create jobs and promote eco- 
nomic stability. Gibson also wants the residents of 
Strawberry Mansion to be assured that they won't be 
exiled from their homes. He watches the progress of the 
initiative with a cautious optimism. He is the liaison 
between thousands who fear that the city is looking to rid 
itself of more than abandoned houses. In the aftermath of 
demolition, residents need to be sure that they will not be 
the next thing to disappear from this place. 

Gibson has taken ideas to John Street before. When 
Street was a councilman, Gibson took him on a tour of 
the neighborhood, and things remained primarily the 
same. Gibson subsequently submitted proposals to 
Street's office. Until now his voice was heard, but mostly 
ignored. Gibson understands the NTI plan. Now he 
wants the mayor's bureaucracy to understand the neigh- 
borhood’s vision. 

The clock is ticking as the Mayor's plan is placed into 
action. The legacy of the NTI plan could determine how 
Philadelphia’s neighborhoods will remember Street's 
administration for generations to come. Can he succeed 
where Wilson and Tate failed? Deep in the heart of a 
breezy October night, the residents of a North 
Philadelphia neighborhood are dreaming of a brighter 
day, and waiting for the break of dawn. 


~ 


By day BOB HILL mananges a sales office for a business 
to business publishing company. By night he traverses the 
rooftops and side streets of the city, reporting all that slips 
between the cracks. In addition, he enjoys long walks on the 
beach and fast cars. This ts his second story for THE 
INDEPENDENT. He can be contacted via email at thrill- 
hill@breathe.com. 
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= The Sommelier’s Report @» 


Sub Vinum Veritas 


Some good advice about fine WINING. 


2m BY HEATHER RODKEY 


es, under wine there is truth. 

I’m here to help you pick a 
bottle to share with your honey so 
that you may spill, better swill, and 
let the silky, effusive spirit take 
you. By “spirit,” I refer to the liba- 
tion of truth, not the deliciously 
fermented catalyst. 

Like carpenters, we do not ask 
“why build?” but “which tools?” 
Although the good Ms. Sexton 
was waxing poetic on the language 
of suicides, I wish to use her car- 
pentry simile with a little more 
levity. I'm going to start with sea- 
sonally appropriate grapes and the 
most common characteristics asso- 

It’s 
weather 


Autumn 
and 


things crunching under foot. My 


ciated with them. 


now; knee-high 


first thought is Sangiovese. 


Literally translated, “the blood of 


Jove.” The body can range from 
medium to full with bright acidity 


and high tannins, a distinction of 


the 
mouth-drying monsters that come 


Italian reds. Tannins are 


from the skins of the grapes. You 
may like this wine for its rustic 


good humor and a nose full of 


leather, berries, and wood. 

If you prefer a lighter body 
with less aggressive tannins, then 
Pinot Noir may better soothe you. 
The nose is usually a delectable 
and 
the 


combination of wet earth 
Who doesn’t like 
scent of the ground after a life- 
affirming storm? Well blessed be, 


cherries 


you can drink it. Though it is often 
considered a more food-oriented 
wine, I like it on it’s own, sipping 


to sweet oblivion. 


ts 


However, if you prefer a fuller- 
bodied brute with more aggressive 
tannins, you will want to enter the 
more masculine realm of a hearty 
shiraz or red zinfandel. Something 
often overlooked is that wines are 
gender-distinctive. Before the 
feminists out there turn my name 
to sediment, let me say this is a 
phenomena I’ve noticed with many 
boyfriends, and in my profession. 
Men go for the big, full, tannic 
reds, women, in turn, for some- 
thing a touch more delicate. Don’t 
get me wrong — I’m a bourbon and 
beer lass myself, but when it comes 
to wine, I crave elegance. 

Back to the grapes. Both 
Shiraz and red Zinfandel are fuller, 
with varying degrees of tannins in 
the upper echelons. With Shiraz 
though, there’s just a little more 
velvet, like Chan Marshall’s voice. 
Low acidity, with a rich, mouth 


watering nose of exotic spices and | 


jammy plums. A soft mouth burst- 
ing with flavor, and generally a 
crowd pleaser. Red Zinfandel’s 
“jack of all trades” nose is com- 
monly blackberry and pepper. The 
nickname comes from the grape’s 
adaptability with food. 

And leaving out the 
intriguing historical and regional 


so, 


properties of these grapes, I hope 
I've at least piqued an interest in 
swirling, smelling, and swilling. 
Food pairings are a whole other 
animal I’m willing to battle, but 
for now this empty belly needs 
some Pinot Noir. So get thee to a 
wine shoppe — I'll see you there. 
eR 


| Philadelphians 


A Stroll through the Italian Market | 


Where You can Eat like a Prince on a Footman’s Budget 


am BY PATRICK LIEDTKA 


hile Philadelphia’s bur- 
Wee restaurant scene 

gains national attention 
for everything from rowhouse BYOs 
to trendy meccas for star chefs, we 
should remind ourselves that what 
makes this a great city for eaters — as 
opposed to just restaurant-goers — is 
that we regular Joes and Janes can 
buy provisions at hundreds of small 
purveyors whose hard work and tasty 
foodstuffs exemplify the city’s heart, 
soul, and hunger. Though many will 
never make it to Morimoto or Le 
Bec-Fin, you can eat like royalty in 
your own crib by knowing a few of 
the right places to go. For the price of 
an entree at the flavor of the week 
place with the million-dollar design 
job, why not cook up some vittles for 
the whole crew instead? 

Let’s wander down Ninth Street, 
walking south from Fitzwater, to 
name a few favorite grocers, butch- 
ers, bakers, and fishmongers in and 
around the Italian Market that will 
fill your gut and your fridge at a rea- 
sonable price. Where to start? What 
kind of question is that? With the 
bread of course. Generations of 
have headed to 
Sarcone’s Bakers (758 S. Ninth 
Street) for steak and dinner rolls, 
crunchy Italian and sesame loaves, 
and Sunday morning pepperoni 
breads — and you should, too. With a 
dozen steak rolls going for two and 
change, you can afford to experiment 
here. A suspicious fire two years ago 
that destroyed the interior had stom- 


| achs groaning in anguish across the 


city, but the indomitable Sarcones 


OSS See: 
— Hey! Pops! What's that delicious smell? Oh boy! Are we 
— Gee kids...let’s see here. Oh I know! I think it must be Trick’s Italian Market Pasta! The recipe’ right on the next page! 


were up and running again in no 
time, with a no-frills rebuild that 
modernized the tight space without 
prettying it up. Figure out what you 
want while you're in line and don't 
dilly- dally; the proprietors are busy 
people who save their small talk for 
fat babies and long-time neighbor- 
hood folks. With Fall approaching 
think Sarcone’s for bread and rolls at 
Thanksgiving. 

Two hallmarks of Italian cuisine 
are simple preparations for vegeta- 
bles at the height of their freshness, 
and a colorful bowl of fruit to con- 
clude a multi-course feast with a 
light touch. So dip west around the 
corner at Ninth and Christian to 
Michael Anastasio Produce (911 
Christian Street) to harvest your 
fruits and vegetables. There’s no 
doubt it’s more expensive than the 
Italian Market stalls, but the quality 
is superior to other Ninth Streeters 
and the prices half those of Generic 
Conglomerate Gourmet at Tenth 
and South. Untold varieties of mush- 


rooms and potatoes, meaty sundried 
tomatoes and red peppers, softball- 
size artichokes, the best Roma toma- 
toes in town, and all the usual in-sea- 
son suspects are awaiting your 
favorite vegetarian recipes. One piece 
of advice - for the sake of freshness 
Anastasio doesn’t bring all its goodies 


curbside, so make a list, and ask if 


you don’t see it out front. They're 
glad to break it out for you. 
Speaking of vegetarians, here’s an 
idea. Line up a troop of former car 
nivores in front of a grill that’s smok- 
ing up several of the 40-plus varieties 
of nitrate-free sausage available at 
D'Angelo Bros. (909 S. Ninth 
Street), slice up some of those 
Sarcone’s rolls we just picked up, and 
test the strength of their devotion to 
meat-free living. Veal-broccoli rabe, 
Lugano (spinach, pine nuts, wine 
and cheese), and chicken, tomato and 
artichoke are just a few of the selec- 
tions to set one’s saliva a’flowing. On 
a recent visit I heard Sonny 


D’Angelo, the third generation pro- 


oO 


prietor, telling a tourist that his 
grandfather bought the two butcher 
blocks he was carving on used - in 
1906! So show the proper respect to 
a family that’s been keeping the city 


well-fed for a century. Call ahead if 


you want a specific type or cut of 
meat, since D’Angelo’s only has 
available what's freshest on any given 
day. Better yet, just walk in and let 
these pros inspire you with a recom- 
mendation. 

As American taste buds have 
ventured south and east over the past 
few decades we've started to incorpo 
rate an array of dried fruit, nuts, 
beans and more interesting spices 
into our diets. Grassia’s Italian 
Market Spice Co. (949 S. Ninth 
Street) is the place to stock up on the 
dry goods and bulk spices that are 
now staples in many kitchens. Tired 
of paying $17 a pound for pine nuts 
at the gourmet groceries? They're 
$10 a pound here. Dried fruit and 
nuts have a number of easy and 


appealing uses - they aren't just for 


To Our Friends at 


Philadelphia Weekly 
| * * 
| 


We were amused and flattered 
upon seeing you had christened your 

| special advertising section of 
| October 23 the “Eater’s Digest,” — 
| words that have appeared on these 
health-obsessed candy-asses any- | pages beneath “The Seasoned 
more. Upgrade the morning cereal by | Supper” since April. On first seeing 
crumbling a handful of walnuts, 
pecans, and dried cranberries over 
your corn flakes, rather than having 
Quaker or Kellogg’s do it. Toast a few 
cashews or almonds, thinly slice 


your issue, we could not help but 
think you were making a subtle nod 
of approval in our direction, a signal 
that our ideas were at last worthy 
enough to be imitated by that famed 
all things 
Philadelphian, perhaps even worthy 


some reconstituted dried cherries | encyclopedia of 
and apricots, then mix with your 
favorite rice (and a little olive oil) for | of wholesale appropriation. 
a Turkish touch. That's good eating. But alas, we cannot lay exclusive 
Make the 


before heading home, due to its per- 


seafood final stop | claim to the phrase “Eater’s Digest.” 
The most cursory Google search 
ishability. When the fish fanatics are 
coming for a bite, try Darigo’s (1015 
S. Ninth Street) for shellfish, fillets, 


whole fish, and other briny bounty. A 


reveals the words have appeared 
together exactly 1,040 times, some 
long before our humble newspaper 
was little more than a gleam in an 
feud must be dividing this fishmonger | infant’s eye. Nevertheless, we have 
family because there's an identically | decided to permanently retire the 
phrase from THE INDEPENDENT’s 


pages; to hang it from the rafters 


named Darigo’s (whose hand-painted 
slogan indicates it’s “the original”) a 


few doors down at 1029. Sample both | among shrouds of stale tobacco 


to see who earns the family title. | smoke, drying laundry, and ghosts of 


These are unfussy places who ply their | printers past. We really thought 
“Eater’s Digest,” 
flame, but it looks like the old boy has 
been around the block more times 


wares from iced sidewalk crates in was our steady 
tight spaces, so you'll depart with a lit 
tle sea on your shoes, but after dinner 
you'll be glad you did. then we‘ really care to know about. 
You may be struggling under the | We don't want him in the house at 
weight of your purchases, and this _ all, let alone near the food. 


took longer than a hurried trip to a In a month’s time we will have a 


single supermarket, but think of the | new subtitle for “The Seasoned 
bright side. Rather than dumping | Supper,” and we can only hope you 
unother $100 into the coffers of will once again verify our good taste 
Acme or Fresh Fields, you've spread by finding the name for your next 
your hard-earned dough among sev special advertising sections in these 
eral local small businesses iges 

engaged all your senses or 

through decades of Philadelphia Sincerely yours, 

culinary and cultural 1 

that’s bagging your groceries ir THE El RS 


"WE'RE NOT 
PRETENDING" 


1214 SANSOM STREET 
PHILADELPHIA, PA 19107 


215.928.8118 
FAx: 215.928.0656 


WWW.FERGIES.COM 


Site City 


DINER & LOUNGE 


SerVING Food ALL NIGHT 
ON FRIDAY AND SATURDAY 


FIFTH AND SPRING GARDEN =| 
PHILADELPHIA 


(215) 692-8838 | 


1218 Pine Street 
Philadelphia 
215.735.1880 


|! DO THE 


MATH: 
Seieininit 


BIGGER ads. 
LOWER rates. 
Never lett out in 
the rain or thrown 
away. Reach 


10,000 


paying readers 
all over the 
region. 
Our ad packages 
start at around 


$50.00, 
wie 


Call the publisher 
at 215-351-0777 


for details. 
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215/634-2600 
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POD DELIVERS!! WE ALSO CUSTOM CATER EVENTS!!! 
WE NOW OFFER $5 VALIDATED PARKING AFTER 5PM AT 38TH AND WALNUT 


PAN ASIAN CUISINE / CONVEYOR BELT SUSHI 
3636 SANSOM STREET PHILADELPHIA / 215.387.1803 
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L HEXAGONE 
1718 Sansom Street 


Being only a Somewhat 
Important Person, on those rare occa- 
sions when I am asked to pay upwards 
of $5 for a mixed drink (in this case, 
$7.50), it had better come fast, in a 
glass that’s more like a chandelier, with 
a big long pour of golden booze 
capped with a token spritz. Ideally - 
though this is not absolutely necessary 
— this $7.50 mixed drink should lend 
an oceanic feel to the sensations of 
walking through a room; if not the 
flourescent disorientation of SCUBA 
diving, then at least the aristocratic 
stumbling of a yachtsman bouncing 
over six-foot breakers. Is this so much 
to ask? At Lhexagone, I am sad to say, 
none of these things happened. 


After spending all day in 
the forest (felling trees for 
the pulp) and all night in 
the foundry (casting steel 
for the type) the Editors 
require a unique Species of 
provision: Something that 


oS 
SW, 
S 
SF, 
88 
LSS 


fattens our constitutions 


without thinning our 


already lean pocketbooks. 


HOusE OF CHEN 
923 Race Street 


They charge you extra for the rice 
here. Isn't that against the law? 


GourRMET TO GO VEGETARIAN 


South Street, just north of 15" NORTH 3RD 


3rd & Brown Streets 


For $6 this new window, located 


just steps from a handsome Isaiah EveryiSunday North Srd holds 


Quizzo, hosted by the Fergie's pioneer, 
Pat Hines, with his famed admixture 
of questions on pop culture, Latin 
anatomical terms, and undecipherable 
cockney mumbling. Like the upscale- 


Zagar mosiac, will cram a Sarcone’s roll 
with huge chunks of soy chicken salad. 
The sandwich, cut with lettuce and 
tomato, will keep you full for about 8 
hours. But have a snack before you get 
there, because perfection takes time. ¢. ., . 

: &-yet-somehow-very-homey-neigh- 
One time | walked up and the fellow 


borhood-dive-nightspot-café hosting 


inside let out a sigh of resignation. ; : 
nay . ; % . of resignation. him, Hines tries to do everything, and 
dere were six other eaters tapping . 

: Sees eaters tapping somehow manages to pull it all off at 


their feet and looking at their wate : sehen. a 
eir feet and looking at their watch once. North 3rd has distinguished 


es in front of me. He's totally busy, itself from the Quizzo pack by offering 
the game for free (usually teams must 


contribute upwards of $3 to the kitty) 


man. For now you can enjoy your 
meal out on the beautiful 1500 block 
of South Street, but you'd better have : : . 
DS treet, but youd better have but never skimping on the prizes (first 
your own dining room when Old ; ‘ 
, : place gets a $50 tab, second place, 


Man winter rolls up in his frozen sea $25). Spend your winnings on the 
sonal caboose, making the whole pigoq orange margaritas. And don't 


block into an ice sandwich. tell the folks from Hello Newman. 


GIANFRANCO'S P1ZZA RUSTICA 
6N. Third St. 


GIANNA’S 
507 S. 6th Street 
A filling slice of Gianfranco’s pota- The first of the vegetarian sand- 
to pie is the only lunch to be had in : 
Old City for under $3. And unlike 


Pat's, Geno's, Lorenzo's, Koch’s, this is 


wich spots, once known as Mom's, at 
its new South Street location. The 


sandwiches are just as good as ever, and 


one institution that doesn't make you ow there are more of them and they 
wait in line for 20 minutes staring at have cute names. My favorite has 
old photographs and slowly realizing always been the Vitowa soy sausage 
the power held by the men behind the 


counter. These tellows know how to 


with more tables, and the husband- 


keep the pizza fresh, and the line snov- wite team is now joined by an employ 


You'll say goodbye 
to bad hair days! 


ee. While Gourmet to Go may have 
Gianna’s beat for the summer months 
— with superior cold sandwich choices 
and outdoor seating — Gianna’s is 
favored to dominate in the cold 
months ahead with better hot sand- 
wiches and an indoor dining room. 
Also, I like to be called “bro” and listen 
to Led Zeppelin while I eat. No joke. 


ViET PHO 
1022 Race Street 
Please see editor's note to “Dragon 
Bus” article, page 11. 


MINISTRY OF INFORMATION 
447 Poplar Street 


I usually find the owner tending 
bar here, and pouring with an agree- 
ably heavy hand and friendly manner. 
There is a fairly sharky pool game 
going, and the decor is of a low-key, 
divey cast. This is a good spot for 
drinking alone, as it is full of people on 
the weekends, and animals on the 
weekdays to keep one company. No 
kidding. The other night I was enter- 
tained by a circus-like spectacle of two 
men trying to play billiards while three 
dogs attempted to corner a fat, slippery 
cat. Even better than the Discovery 
channel. 


SUGAR Mom's 
225 Church Street 


The practice of bringing a basket 
of sauces, napkins, and utensils out 
with every hamburger is ingenious and 
should be adopted by every restaurant 
in the world, immediately, as should 
$4.25 pitchers of Pabst and $5.25 
pitches of lager from Sunday through 
Thursday. 


THE ACROPOLIS DINER 
Frankford and Girard 


The Acropolis has distinguished 
itself as Philadelphia's first restaurant 
to warrant a second mention in these 
pages. The food is sold diner fare and 
really, really cheap. The booths have 
high backs, affording an unusual 
degree of semi-privacy. The coffee is 


Sandwich. This new spacé” is bigger” “hot and freqtient arid a half-dozen egg 


breakfasts are priced under $3. 


~ 


YOURSELF HAIR 
EPAIRED HERE 


we recipe 


Trick’s Italian Market Pasta 


am BY PATRICK LIEDTKA ™ 


SERVES: 


Two healthy eaters with leftovers for lunch the next day, or four servings 
with no seconds. 


INGREDIENTS: 


Olive oil 

1 pound penne 

1/2 - 1 pound veal-broccoli rabe sausage 

8 - 12 oz. shiitake mushrooms (substitute other varieties if you prefer), sliced 
2 medium zucchini, halved length-wise and chopped into half-moon chunks 
1 large clove garlic, minced 

1/2 cup reserved pasta water 

1/4 cup half-and-half 

salt and freshly ground pepper, to taste 


Parmigiano-Reggiano cheese 
DIRECTIONS: 


Fe Steam sausage in half-inch of water in covered frying pan for five 
minutes, remove lid and brown sausage until done. Set aside for five minutes, 
then slice into thick pieces. 


2. Start several quarts water boiling for the pasta. Saute zucchini over 
medium heat in 2-3 tablespoons olive oil in a large frying pan on stove-top. 
When zucchini are softening but not browned yet, add sliced mushrooms and 
garlic, and some salt and pepper. If it seems a little dry add some olive oil. 
Cook until zucchini are nicely browned and mushrooms are soft. Add salt, 
then pasta to boiling water. 


3. Turn frying pan heat to low, add sausage to mingle with zucchini 
and mushrooms. When pasta is cooking scoop a measuring cup in and add 
about 1/4 cup of pasta water to the sausage-veggie mixture, let heat a minute 
then add half-and-half. 


4. Turn frying pan heat to warm, drain pasta and add to creamy 


| sausage-veggie mixture. If it’s dry add a little more pasta water. Add salt and 


from Diariks, page 14 

cope with life when the lack of it will 
mean oblivion? The insane striving 
for perfection in the face of the 
impenetrable wall of its nonexis- 
tence. What weariness, disappoint- 
ment and pain of tomorrow would 
be spared me if I died tonight. 

The man in the subway last 
night, a peddler going home with 
his little tray of articles, carefully 
covered by a newspaper so that no 
guard would think he was trying 
to sell anything in the train. The 
hunted expression on his coarse 
face. His care to see that he was 


not jostled and the contents of 


his tray spilled—his livelihood 
scattered upon the floor and 
trampled. What a frightful life 
for a man—for any man. 

Futility. 


Fripay, FEBRUARY 15 


Mussolini making a theatrical 
ass of himself over the alleged 
Aethiopian incidents, blustering 
and bullying and preparing to 
grab off some territory. The whole 


| business patently a frame-up. 


pepper if necessary. Heat just a little bit more, scoop into bowls and grate | 


cheese on top. 


5. Serve with a green salad and crusty baguette. 


Av SPAY | = 


Shirts are available in SM, MD, LG or XL!! For info and orders, email trashtransit@aol.com. 


Anne fell off the wagon again 
last night. Went up to see her 
She looked very crestfallen and 
stank of gin. Having lashed into 
her once before about this, I did- 
n't see any use in doing so again. 
It’s up to her, and her alone. 


SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 16 


Went to Macy’s 
while she bought a suit. Walked 


with Anne 
hand in hand through the store 
and got an idiotic pleasure out of 


Her hand, like 


mouth, is soft, mobile, expressive 


doing this her 
So many people talk with lips 


which are almost completely 
rigid. Not so Anne. Her mouth is 
her most expressive feature. 


The dark 
Cinzano in the sunlight. The 


amber beauty. of 


dark brown beauty of Anne's eyes | 


in any light. 


EaT TO LIVE; LIVE NOT TO EAT. CHEESE AND SALT MEAT SHOULD BE SPARINGLY EAT. 


SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 24 


Met by Anne and came down 
to 123 Waverly place. Found let- 
ter from Marshall Best of Viking 
saying they wanted to talk to me 
about publication of my book. 

Hashed over a lot with Anne 
and then saw her home. 


ANNE'S DIARY ~ 


SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 24, 1935 


This, I 


written by the man I love—with 


have to admit, was 


the purpose, perhaps, of spurring 


me to write my own version, 
which I shall do. 

28 today. Looked at myself in 
the mirror and thought how 
much more beautiful I am than I 
was a year ago. The thought of 
how much more beautiful I shall 
be next year was too much for me 


and I swooned 


for the hippest, 
most modern 
eyewear 

in the land 


Christian Roth 

Dita 

Freudenhaus 

Hugo 

Kata 

Kirk Originals 

La Eyeworks 

Lindberg Air Rim, 
Air Strip 
Acetanium & 
Air Titanium 


Lunor 
Maryam Zaim 
Microshapes 
Oakley 
Oliver Peoples 
Paul Smith 
Pro Design 
Robert Marc 
Robi 
T. 1. M. Occhiali 
Zip + Homme 
and more 


Humphrey—he is such a 
dear—said that I was now enter- 
ing upon the fullest flowering of 
my glorious American woman- 
hood. How true, and what a 
beautiful thought, so beautifully 
expressed too, as he looked in my 
eyes—and he 
When he came to he looked into 


there swooned. 
my limpid eyes again, started to 
say something, then swooned 
soulful, 


swoonful too. I gave him a spoon- 


again. He is so and 
ful of lux vomica & he looked at 
feet, 


sniffed once & vomica-ed all over 


my shapely, aristocratic 


them. Such a tribute I’ve never 
had. Then we both spooned. 
~ 
Annie Cobb ts a writer based in 
Philadelphia. While growing up, 
she had Swedish goats named 
Hoilene and Stuffel. This, and the 
short story found on page ‘14, are 
her first works published in Tut 
INDEPENDENT. 


modern 
eye 

is at 

3419 
Walnut 
Street, 
Phila. 

215 

386 
-5953 


FINE ART PRINTING 


Your artwork reproduced in large format with matte or photo semi gloss paper 
using archival inks, or presented as an edition of remarkably fine prints on 


100°%% cotton rag paper. 


ARCHIVAL RESTORATION 


Historic materials gently scanned, digitally restored and prepared for large 


format printing. 


GRAPHIC DESIGN 
TOR EVENTS and EXHIBITIONS 


Compelling posters designed and printed for events and exhibitions. 
Large scale, theme defining graphic elements for exhibitions or as 
decorative art for homes and offices. 


GRAPHIC SERVICES 


Large format printing. Scanning of oversize works and every kind of slide, 


negative and transparency. We do everything the big houses do at a better price 


simple as that! 


’ 


You're a busy person—the bowling league, poker night with your friends, 
ballroom dancing dasses—why get up early to tame that unruly hair? Just 


hide it under a UPS cap. DO THE 


MAT H: 
stretetetint: 


1-800-JOB-4UPS 


You'll be able to buy all the grooming products you want! As one of our 


PART-TIME PACKAGE HANDLERS 


work short 3 to 5 hour shifts and start at $8.50 per hour with full health benefits, 401K & paid vacations. Jobs are available on a variety of early 
morning and late night shifts. If you're putting your styling self through college you might be able to get up to $23,000 in college education assis- 
tance in our EARN & LEARN PROGRAM." If you're 17 or older we want to meet you. Apply in person: 
AIRPORT FACILITY LAWNSIDE FACILITY WEST CHESTER FACILITY 

UPS Employment Bidg. 301 €. Oak Avenue 1200 Ward Avenue 

1 Hog Island Rd., Lawnside, NJ West Chester, PA 


Philadelphia, PA Apply: Mon. - Wed., Apply: Mon. and Thurs, 9AM -11AM, 
Apply: M-Th: 9AM, 11AM, 2PM, 4PM 9AM - 11AM or 2PM - 5PM 2PM - 4PM; Tues. ond Wed. Eves. 


or 7PM, Fri: SAM, 11AM 5PM - 7PM 
; . 


Take SEPTA 68 or 108 Route 
United Parcel Service 


EQUAL OPPORTUNITY EMPLOYER. 


BiGGEeR ads. LOWER 
rates. Never lett 
out in the rain or 

thrown away. Reach 


10,000 


paying readers all 
over the region. 
Our ad packages 
start at around 


850.00. 


Call the publisher 
at 215-351-0777 
for details, 


WILLOW GROVE FACILITY 
Electronic Drive 
(off of Welsh Road) 
Horsham, PA 
Apply: Mon. Thru Thurs. 9AM - 2PM; 
Fri. 9AM - Noon 


APANTT 
Nath kb ie we 


oN 


YSTONE | 


MARKET STREET, 2ND FLOOR, PHILADELPHIA 215-925-2568 
WWW. KEYSTONEPICTOGRAPH.COM KPICT@YAHOO.COM 


* Not available at all facilities. Ask for details. 
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ARDUOUS DIVERSIONS FOR THE NOVICE SLOTH 


the royal game 


The Pigeon on Chee 


igs new Gustavus and his guide to the fairy tale of 1000 Blunders 


Bicyclists Converge on Distant Northern 
Metropolis for Alleycat Race 


Our Correspondent Assembles Crew to Battle the Vikings in his Quest of the Prize: $1,000 and Fame Everlasting 


aa BY NEIL BRENNEN & 
+» BY ROLAND BURNS «# 
€ propose in these pages to provide or one can play out the various games over achess- _... Bxd2+, winning the Queen. 
\ X j both a chronicle of the Royal Game as _ board. n Saturday, August 24th, I took part in 
it is played now in the City of Some of the content of the book has been pre- 14... Rxd4 Or was easily the most fun and well- 
Brotherly Love, as well as a review of our city's viously published on-line, and is still available at 15.Qxd4 Rd8 organized alleycat race ever: the Warriors 
: various websites such as the Campbell Report 16.Qxb4 race in New York. If you don't know what an alley- 


rich chess legacy. We invite you to share with us in 
this accounting and exploration of the world of 
local chess. 


* * %* 
WHERE TO PLAY CHESS IN PHILADELPHIA: 


Franklin-Mercantile Chess oie @ 1420 Walnut 
Daily, 10 a.m. - 10 p.m. 


Northeast Library @ Cotman ele & Oakland 
Saturdays 12 p.m. - 4 p.m. 


Rittenhouse Square @ 18th & Walnut 
Love Plaza @ 15th & J.F.K. 
Clark Park @ 43rd & Baltimore Ave. 
* * & 


www.correspondencechess.com/Campbell. We 
select one of the 300 some games in Hilbert's 
book as our feature game. The annotations are 
from the chess column of the Philadelphia Public 
Ledger of April 13, 1897, with notes by the Ledger 
chess columnist Emil Kemeny. 


* * * 


CHEss IN PHILADELPHIA 

S. King vs. E. S. Maguire [C43] t 

Continental Correspondence Tournament 
final 1896-7 


White's play was pretty nearly forced. After the 
text move Black is enabled to announce a mate in 
nine moves, 


0:1 White resigns, Black wins. 


The Champion of Philadelphia shows he is a 
big spender... 

£ | IMO. Adu vs. IM L. Chiong [B90] 

Richard’ ‘Aronow Invitational Philadelphia (4), 
2002! 


| cat is, please allow me to explain: These races are 


run by and for messengers, in live traffic, with a 
number of stops listed on a manifest. For instance, 
a Philly alleycat might have stops at Love Park, 
One Liberty Place, Geno's Steaks, and the Seaport 
Museum. At each given stop the racers have to per- 
form a task or get a signature before moving on. 
Some races are strictly based on speed — whoever 
makes all the stops and gets to the finish first wins. 
Others have a scavenger hunt theme, where teams 


| collect points for visiting landmarks and perform- 


ing stunts along the way. The races mirror messen- 
ger work perfectly. Herein lies the original purpose 


of the alleycat, which is to simulate a real day of 
| messengering and see who comes out on top. As 


Notes by Emil Kemeny Bae es alleycats have spread from city to city, messengers 
, 4 c found they were a good way to socialize with peers 
ge WHITE BLACK 2,.NB d6 from other cities. Traveling to alleycats across the 
A suspense-filled evening on Sunday, July 21, 1.c4 5 3.d4 oxd4 | country and even worldwide has been common 
2002 saw the completion of the Richard Aronow 2.NB3 Nf6 4,Nxd4 Nfo since the inception of the Cycle Messenger World 
Foundation Invitational Tournament, which was 3.d4 5.Nc3 a6 Championships in San Francisco 10 years ago. 
held at the Franklin Mercantile Chess Club in / 6.63 6 Every year, the CMWC takes place in a different 
Center City, Philadelphia, from July 12 to July 21. A continuation introduced by Mr. Steinitz. It is 7Be3 Be7 city across the globe, so far alternating between 
The final game completed was the decisive one, in doubtful, however, whether it is superior to 3. 8.Qd2 0-0 North America and Europe. Most alleycats, 
which the first prizewinner, Grandmaster Nxe5, as usually adopted. 9.0-0-0 Nc6 | though, are thrown by a couple of people, with a 
Gennady Zaitchik of Georgia, and resident of this 10.¢4 Nxd4 | week or so of planning. The winner might get some 
city, competed with Grandmaster Yevgeny Najer Si exd4 11 Qxd4 Nd7 cash or a new messenger bag = maybe some more 
of Russia for the top prize of $1,000. GM Najer 4.05 Ne4 124 bs prizes if it’s a bit bigger race. No big deal, but fun 
and US Master Yury Lapshun tied for second and 5.Qe2 Bb4+ 13. 5 RbS | nonetheless. 
third place, and won $250 each. International 6.Kd1 d5 8 For months before the Warriors race, the buzz 
Master and Philadelphia Champion Luis Chiong 7.exd6 5 als b4 2 | was on the streets. The race was slated to cover the 
of the Philippines, and resident of our city, won a 8.dxc7 TNC? Qs | approximate course that the characters followed in 
$150 brilliancy prize for his performance against 16.Kb1 Bb? the eponymous 1979 cult messenger film: Start in 
IM Oladapo Adu of Nigeria, by decision of the At this stage of the game White has the Ng5 17.Bg2 Nc5 | the Bronx at sundown, finish in Coney Island by 
Tournament Committee. Yevgeny Gershov and ™0ve, which results in the gain of a piece, but it 18.Ng3 Na4 sunup. Teams were composed of five to nine mem- 
Bryan Smith split a $150 “best endgame” prize for 81V€S Black an almost irresistible attack. Steinitz 19.Kal | bers. Colors (costumes) had to be worn. First place 


their match, by decision of President Richard 
Costigan of the Franklin Mercantile Chess Club. 
The game that won the special’ prize for brilliancy 
is below. 

Three participants, NMs Mikhail Belorusov 
and Pennsylvania State Champion Stanislav 
and Yury Lapshun of New York, 
obtained IM performance results, called "norms. 
Kriventsov and Lapshun each obtained their third 


Kriventsov, 


and final requisite norm, and will likely be nomi- 
nated as International Masters when the World 
Chess Federation, the FIDE, convenes in 
October. 

This tournament was organized to serve two 
1. to promote high-level, invitational 
chess tournaments in the U.S.; and 2. to publicize 
the Richard Aronow Foundation and the need for 
research on autism. This chess tournament was 
named in memory of Richard Aronow, and on 


purposes: 


adopted it successfully against Pillsbury in the first 
round of the St. Petersburg tourney, but he did not 
care to venture it anew in the third round. The ex... 
champion then varied his play, adoptifig the BRT* 
move, as played in the present game. 


8... Qxc7 
9.Nxd4 


A splendid move, which was introduced by Mr. 
Joseph Palmer Morgan, of this city. His analysis 
shows a win for Black in pretty nearly every vari- 
ation. The text move, in connection with the ... 
Bd7 and ... 0-O-0 play, demonstrates that White's 
continuation, commencing with his fifth move, is 
not based on good position judgment. 


10.Be3 


prize was $1,000, with an equal prize to the gang 


with the best costume. The winners would be 


| picked for tea angwork, attitude, costungs, and other, 


intangibles not @irectly felted td Speed. Se fT 
assembled my team and started planning. One of 
my five was lost to work obligations, but the 
remaining four of us rolled into N.Y. on the eve of 
the race ready to rumble. 

There was a pre-race Critical Mass leaving at 6 
p-m. from the north edge of Central park to go up 
to the start at Claremont Park. We got there about 
15 minutes before it was time to split. Already 
there were about 100 people waiting on the wall. 
We rode three or four lanes deep into the Bronx for 
the start. The costumes were absolutely amazing! 


The standouts were: The Electric Vikings, who 


| were dressed in Viking hats and vests adorned with 


neon rope to make the horns and their logo glow; 
The Baseball Furies, who patterned their costumes 


behalf of the Richard Aronow Foundation, Inc. At this stage of the game Mr. Steinitz played 10. 19 Nc3! after the movie gang and had real, embroidered 
(whose application for charitable status in New c3, which perhaps is somewhat better. However, it 50 bast 3 | uniforms and face paint, and Las Cherezas, who 
Jersey and New York is pending). would have resulted in defeat had Pillsbury con- oi. a4 Bas | wore full prom dresses and makeup. Then there 
” We include acerosstable of reculte below: tinued ... Nxd4, followed by ... Bd7, instead of ... Qe were the Johnny Walker Reds, who had red shirts, 
Nxd4 and ... Qd6. 22.exd5 €5 middle eastern headgear, and a leader with a name 

23.Qd3 Qa3 | tag reading “Sheik E. Al-kahalik” (read: Shaky 

* * % 10 Bd7 24.Rb1 Rb2 | Alcoholic). They were in full bore before the start, 

~ 11.c3 Nxd4 25.Qc4 Rfb8 passing around Johnny Walker Red (of course) and 
SUMMER READING 12.Bxd4 Ba4+ yelling “halal” (holla!) for the full 45 minute wait 

13.Kel 0:1 White resigns, Black wins. and during most of the race. Every five minutes, 


We have been spending much time lately with 
a wonderful book, Essays in American Chess 
History, by Dr. John S. Hilbert, a noted historian 
of chess. This is a collection of Dr. Hilbert's short- 
form writings on the play of the Royal Game in 
this country, and a great deal of it on chess in this 
city. Rightly in our opinion, Hilbert focuses on the 
human element of chess in his writing, although 
the technical aspects are not slighted. One can 
read this book either as a one reads a short story, 


10 NM N.Rogers USA 2354 2347 


RiCHARD ARONOW FOUNDATION FIDE INVITATIONAL 
JULY 12-21, 2002 PHILADELPHIA PA 19102 
T.D.: Ira Lee Riddle; Asst. T.D.: Sascha Fink 
Title/Name Cty FIDE USCF 1234567890 PTS 
1GMG.Zaitchik GEO 2516 2547 x LDDWWODWWW 6.5 
2FMY.Lapshun USA = 2393 240 WxDDDDDODWW 6.0 
3 GM E.Najer RUS =. 2585 nna DDxDLWWODWW 6.0 
4 NM M.BelorusovUSA 2293 2290 DDDxWWWODLD 5.5 
5 FM S.Kriventsov USA 2443 2486 LDWLxWWODWOD 5.5 
6 NM E.Gershov USA 2351 2368 LDLLLUxDDWW 3.5 
71M L.Chiong PHI 2368 2419 DDLLLDxLWw 3.5 
8 FM B.Smith USA 2412 2373 LDDDDDWxLL 3.5 
9 IM O.Adu NGR 2263 2290 LLLWLLLWxD 2.5 


L 


Norms attained: Lapshun, #3 of 3; Kriventsov, #3 of 3; Belorusov, #1 


13.b3 was not any better. Black would have 

answered ... 0-0-0. If then 14. bxa4, Black answers 

.. Nxc3+, followed by ... Rxd4+, and if 14 cxb4, 

then ... Rxd4+, followed by ... Re8 wins. 
13...0-0-0 14.Qd3 

He could not play 14. Nd2 on account of ... 

Rxd4, If then White plays 15. cxd4, Black answers 


LLDDLLWD x 2.5 


Neil Brennan is Historian and Publications Editor | 


for the Pennsylvania State Chess Federation, and a | —— 


staff writer for Correspondence Chess News, which | 
can be found online at http://ccn.correspon- | 


dencechess.com. Neils recent essay on chess in San | 


Quentin prison was nominated for Best Historical | 


Article in the 2001 Chess Journalists of America com- 
petition. 


JacoB LAMBERT | 


turn to RACE, page 21 


Top to bottom: The author's team, competitors converge on 


photographs by JEFF 


Coney Island, a rtv 


al team. 


WEISNER 


AUTUMN 2002 


from Race, page 20 


another squad would roll up and the 
whole crown would start cheering as 
they showed off their costumes. 

There was a really good feeling 
hanging around in the park; messen- 
gers from from all over 
America were milling around. There 
were a lot of familiar faces from my 
five years of traveling around the all- 
eycat scene, yet there were just as 
many teams that were made up of 
bike enthusiasts who had never even 
delivered a package in their lives — 
and it was all love. There were even 
gangs from Toronto, Montreal, and 
Tokyo. And it was very clear that 
everybody was here to have fun, not 
to battle over prizes and cash. 

Kevin told me that there were 
over 500 people racing, which made 
the start pure chaos. It started to rain 
almost immediately. We poured out 
of the park, hundreds of people on 
bikes trying to fit through the six- 
foot wide gated entrance. The first 
stop was in a nearby park, where two 
members from each gang had to 
challenge another gang in a game of 
handball. I played with Fernando 
against my old roommate and for- 
mer NYC/Philly messenger Damien 
Nesbitt, who was repping the 3rd 
Avenue Street Surfers in Hawaiian 


cities 


shirts and straw hats. Intense rain, 
huge puddles, darkness, and ulti- 
mately, lack of any handball skill 
whatsoever made the games pretty 
comical. We hit the other Bronx 
stops and worked our way across the 
149th street bridge into Manhattan. 
At this point it was probably about 
10 or 10:30 at night. 

I grew up and lived at 147th and 
Broadway until the age of 18, so I 
finally felt at home now that we were 
in Manhattan. We ground our way 
up the hill I had ridden almost daily 
as a kid, towards Riverside Drive 


Gen 


and to the next checkpoint at 
Grant's tomb. At a subsequent stop, 
Riverside Park at 96th Street, one 
gang member had to wrestle a huge 
guy named Ming sumo-style. You 
had to get him out of the ring to get 
full points. We 
waited our turn 
while racer after 
racer fell to 
Ming’s wrath. 
He told us he 
had already 
wrestled over 40 
people. He was 
tired, but had 
some assistants 
giving him mas- 
s a g e s 
and... other 
motivation. 
Dennis took it 
up for our crew, 
being the only 
one of us who 
actually works 
out, and a former 
boxer to boot. 
He bent his 5’ 3” 
frame as close to 
the ground as 
possible, and 
the bell 
rang he stormed 
Ming's legs, car- 
rying him up and 
out of the ring. 
Onlookers 


um... 


when 


cheered, we big- 
upped South 
Phil, Ming 
shook his hand, and 
we left with major props for the 
checkpoint. As far as I know, fewer 
than ten people beat Ming! Other 
highlights of the checkpoint include 
the Johnny Walker Reds causing 
havoc by asking (in vain) for a video 
replay to show that their guy really 
got Ming out of the ring, and anoth- 


eral 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


ARDUOUS DIVERSIONS FOR THE NOVICE SLOTH: 


er team facing off two girls against 
Ming at once. 

Later on we found ourselves on 
6th St. and 6th Ave, where one of 
the gang had to get a tattoo. 
Fernando volunteered. He was 


A caucus of bicyclists means a gaggle of bikes, like this one. 


awarded a pretty nice, small tattoo of 
“NYC 2002”, with the “N” and the 
“C” made into bike wheels. Six 
blocks northeast at Astor Place, we 
waited for our chance to compete in 
a feat of strength. Your whole gang 
had to see how many times you 
could spin the cube statue in 60 sec- 


onds while and a dominatrix named 
Valerie whipped and scolded you. 
This is where being the only team 
with fewer than five members 
became an obstacle. At first the cube 
turned OK — although it was really 


heavy — but 
as it spun 
faster, it 


started to 
rock, which 
really robs it 
of all the 
power being 
transmitted 
into the turn- 
ing. Forty 
seconds in, 
we were 
exhausted. 
Valerie had 
to discipline 
us, but good. 
Needless to 
say, most 
passersby 
found time to 
stop and 
watch all 
these people 
in costumes 
running 
around get- 


t iene ae 
whipped. 
Our trav- 


els contin- 
ued. It must 
have 
about 2 or 3 
in the morn- 


been 


ing — we were no 
longer keeping track. At every 
checkpoint, you basically just hung 
out for up to an hour, traded stories 
with other gangs, drank, whatever. 
We realized how lucky we were to 
have made it so far without any real 
problems. Most teams had either hit 
a car, gotten hit by a cab, had 


mechanical problems with bikes, 
gotten lost, or just plain lost mem- 
bers to stupid stuff by now. One 
Philly messenger (I'll leave out the 
name) actually got in a cab and 
caught a bus back to Philly after 
leaving the Bronx. But basically, 
youd ride, get to the next check- 
point, and see some of the gangs 
you'd been keeping pace with and a 
bunch of other gangs who were still 
chilling. The whole thing was just a 
big, rolling party. 

We hit a checkpoint at a bar off 
Fulton Street, then over the 
Williamsburg Bridge and into 
Brooklyn we went, where there was 
a huge barbecue waiting for all rac- 
ers. This was the last stop before the 
finish line. We all hung out for well 
over and hour, then left for Coney 
Island. We actually wanted to take 
the train with a couple of other 
gangs, but groggily followed the 
wrong group and wound up in ;a 
pack riding all the way there, which 
turned out to be a really nice ride. A 
bonus was I finally caught up to my 
friend Seng from Minneapolis and 
we talked for most of the ride. 

It was now about 6 a.m., and 
everybody was running on fumes. 
We were all really excited to get to 
the finish. The sun was rising as we 
rolled up onto the boardwalk. Some 
people collapsed onto benches, oth- 
ers threw off their shoes and went 
out onto the beach. Everybody was 
together again and there were tons 
of stories to exchange. I peeled off 
my wet socks and walked out onto 
the beach. It felt absolutely wonder- 
ful as the sun began to saturate the 
air with warmth, and I gathered with 
those riders still conscious enough to 
talk about the night's activities. 
When I could no longer concentrate 
on speech, I said a few good byes, 


and my crew went to jump on the Q. 


train back to Manhattan. A train 


transfer, a few cups of coffee, and a 
few hours of driving later, I was back 
in my house drifting into blissful 
sleep. 

~ 


Roland Burns is one of the 
founders of R.E.Load Baggage, a com- 
pany that makes custom handmade 
bags for bicyclists. For more informa- 
tion, visit www.reloadbags.com. This 
is Mr. Burns’ first work to appear in 
THE INDEPENDENT. 


Shirts are available in SM, MD, LG or XL!! For info and orders, email trashtransit@aol.com. 


Please use this public bulliten board as you see fit; ask for what you need, give away or sell what you don’t, and say whatever it is you have to say to the general readership. Send all ads, notices, proclamations, shout- 
outs and miscellaneous passages of text, in any language (although English is generally believed to get the best response), with contact information, to ads@phindie.com or Bureau of Advertising, 307 N. Market 
Street, 2nd Floor, Phila, Penna. 19106, for free publication in this space. This free offer is limited to private individuals selling items for $1,000 or less or posting other private notices. Apartment and sublet ads offer- 
ing living quarters for $400 per bedroom per month rent or less are free. If you do not quality for a free ad but still wish to advertise in the “General Advertisements” section, email ads@phindie.com for our rates. 


ARCHITECTURAL HISTORI- 
ANS: I'm tired of all y'all and your 
polishin’, 
"Tut, 


Georgian mansion 
yawnsville Colonial home lovin’, ' 
tut the freakin’ Duponts thin n' that" 
sayin’ stuffy selves. If its old and 
somebody lives in it, ain't that gol! 
blanged architectural history? Step 
down offin that lofty pillar and get 
summa God's honest dirt on your 
hands... visit Lost Highways Archive 
& Research Library 307 Market 
Street, 2nd floor, where the true 
American history of livin’ on wheels is 


alive and cookin’. Open to the public 


M-F, 9-5. www.losthighways.org 
215-925-2568. Open late on First 
Friday. 


ARTIST FOR HIRE: Professional 
interior muralist will transform your 
space. You will want to stay home and 
have company over. Call David 
Kessler at (215)755-6996 or Email 
stilldsk@hotmail.com 
BED FOR SALE: Queen Bed / 
Mattress, Italian Excelsior Portofino. 
Tanginika/Burl Inlay Wood. 9 mos. 
new, $1,800. Call 215-829-1431. 

BICYCLIST NOTICE: Operation 
Invisible Bike. Are you a Center City 
cyclist? Sick of the way you're treated 
by cars and cabs? Wish they'd all get 
out of the Chestnut Street bike lane? 
Join a newly forming group of bicycle 
activists. Participate in public demon- 
strations and distribute propaganda to 
convert evil motorists. Contact invisi- 


blebike@trackbike.com for more 
infOraNOn age nese ee eee 
BICYCLE FOR SALE: Front sus- 


pension 1998 Cannondale, near-mint 
condition, 21 speeds, racing and 
offroad treads included. Fancy seat, 
fancy handlebars, fancy shifters, fancy 
brakes that stop on a dime. Manly 
dark red color, $350, OBO Email can- 
nondale@phindie.com. 
BICYCLE FOR SALE: 26” Monty 
Trials Mountain Bike. Bike has never 
been used for trials, just city cruising. 
great condition!! Mavic wheels, 7005 
aluminum [polished, not painted], if 
speed rear, low ratio double chainring in 
the front w/ heavy duty bashguard, 
monty signature riser bar and stem, 
basic—but not junk-grip- 
shifters/DERRs [7sp R/ 3sp F] and 
canti brakes. double water bottle bosses. 
included is the monty trials seat that 
came with the bike. E-Mail agen- 
trem@aol.com. $445 OBO. Come and 


take a look at it. I can also e-mail pic- 
tures. 
BICYCLE WANTED: I 


bicycle. My old one is broken, so I 


want a 


need a new one. Road or track bike, 
preferably fast, preferably light and in 
good working order. Will pay up to 
$300 for right bike. Email benjam- 
intiven@hotmail.com. A 
COMPUTER FOR SALE: iMac 
with OS 8.5, 96 MB memory, external 
disk drive. $250. Call 267-879-1059 
or e-mail roboboto@aol.com. 

CONSULTANT FOR HIRE:There 
are no substitutes for the right words. 
Better communication means better 
business. Independent consultant 
offers creative writing and communi- 
cation services including marketing, 
authoring, 
publications, and editing. Contact 
Paul Hebner, 917-301-3840, 
paul@hebner.org, www.hebner.org. 


CORRECTION: Good to see you 


Sounds 


copywriting, promotion, 


again at Gianfranco today. 
like the paper is really taking off! 
Congratulations. A note on "worthy 
events of note” in THE PIGEON. The 
boys from Hello Newman are flat- 
tered by your 

uizzo. They didn't realize how 
famous they were. P.S. They're not all 
boys, unless my fiancee is hiding 
something from me. :) Good luck 
with everything. An Independent 


voice is necessary for the continued 
y! 


mentioning them 


progress of any democri 
FREE BAND NAME S: Flora’s 
Court, The Kelvinators, West Sylvan 
Wolfpack, Pastry Club, Tadpoles, 
Heebonica, Operation Safe Streets, 
Handyman’s Encyclopedia, 
Carmen Elektra, The Czech is in the 
Male, others. Watch this space. 

GIANT ENLARGEMENTS? 
DON'T GO TO KINKO'S!!!: We 
can do the work for less in a really 
groovy environment in Old City, 
where you can relax on nubbly 50's 
chairs and listen to good music while 
your work gets done. How Dare We 
have such a good time at work? Stop 
by and find out. www.keystonepicto- 


Team 


graph.com 


INTERNET FOR HIRE: Full serv- 
ice graphic design studio based in 
Philadelphia is available for projects, 
large and small. Brochures, flyers, logo 
design, corporate identity, album cov- 
ers, websites, e-commerce, advertis- 
ing, marketing, and more. Instruction 
available for individuals and groups, 
corporate and personal. Contact 


Abacus Studios 
www.abacusstudios.com 
Zz 4S 5 99 20-05 


info@abacusstudios.com. 

HIP HUGGERS FOR SALE: Very 
Bad Horse, 606 North Second Street. 
Visit us online at www.verybad- 
horse.com. 

LENSES FOR SALE: 2 Minolta 
manual lenses. 28mm to zoom with 
macro feature. UV filters. One is 
heavy and one is light. $50 each. 
inkygm@yahoo.com 

LIGHT FOR SALE: Bulbous, aka 
exciting lighting, is selling innovative 
lamp/light fixtures or can fix a beloved 
broken lamp for very reasonable 
prices. Forget about that ikea paper 
lantern past and open the doors to 
avant-garde lighting! Samples include 
a mongolian thermos lamp and a 
sheet music shade. simply call Farrar 
orLlaura at 215.287.5669. or email 
laura: leolaural7@hotmail.com with 
requests/questions. 

MUSIC FOR SALE: The Book fo 
Natural Disasters: Fekete Hazak CD 
$5. Take left over chunks of punk, put 
in meat grinder, out walks dancing 
frankenstein monster. Members of An 
Oxygen Auction and The Bad Form. 
Order at www.theorgangrinders.com, 
or call 215 474 7091. 

PERSONAL: I saw you in the park. 
Long scarf. Carrying book. Glasses. 
Cute look. Coftee? I like mine dark. 
Email me. blindbox33@phindie. com. 

PERSONAL: Me: on bicycle. You: in 
automobile. Next time you decide to 
cut me off — decide against it. 


PERSONAL: To the blonde girl: 
Sorry I missed you at Manny's the 
other week. Busy doing late-night 


data entry. I’m sure I'll see you around. 
~ Mover Boy. 


GRAPHIC DESIGNER / ILLUS- 
TRATOR FOR HIRE: Logos, busi- 
ness cards, stationery, brochures, 
newsletters, posters, CD covers, etc. 
E-mail mhenty@callatg.com for sam- 


les or more info. 


GRAPHIC DESIGN / WEB / 


PHOTOGRAPHER FOR HIRE: 
Architectural, landscape and general 
photography, commerical and fine art. 
Email benjamintiven@hotmail.com. 

PHOTOGRAPHER FOR HIRE: 
Need a photographer? My work is on 
the front page and page 8 of this issue, 


also at www.theorgangrinders.com.1 
will shoot anything from portraits to 
bands to Bar Mitzvahs, houses, what- 
ever. Email inkygm@yahoo.com. 

PRESS FOR SALE: Want to - get 
into offset printing? I have an electro- 
static platemaker usable for multi- 
graphics and ABdick machines (this 
thing looks kind of like a xerox 
machine, and creates good quality 
print ready plates from a positive 
image). This is a perfect item for 
poster artists, book-makers, printers, 


etc:. It comes complete with a roll of 


plates as well as the chemistry and a 
new bulb. Willing to trade for music 
equipment, computer stuff, or just sell. 
If interested call Scott @ 267 258 
4195 or 

scottb@lostfilmfest.com. 
PROMOTIONS FOR HIRE: Tired 
Publicity cam- 
paigns, press kits, websites, CD art, 


email 


of doing it alone? 


posters, advertising. Canary 
Promotion + Design specializes in 
getting quality independent musi- 
cians, record labels, and small busi- 
nesses the exposure they deserve. For 
more please go to 
www.canarypromo.com or email us at 
info@canarypromo.com. 

PSYCHOLOGIST WANTED: 
Regressionist Work: Looking for psy- 
chologist, regressionist or hypnothera- 
pist to take me back to places forgot- 


ten and times unrecalled. Will barter 


information, 


or reciprocate services (I am a trained 
master hypnotherapist). Looking to 
help others open up to their highest 
potential as well. Willing to make this 
a major research project with the right 
people. Think: Brian Weiss, Many 
Lives, Many Masters. pastlifetravel- 
er2002@yahoo.com 
REFRIGERATOR FOR SALE: 
50's Kelvinator fridge for sale! Works 
great, but needs touch-up. $200 or 
best offer. Leave message at 215-568- 
SU lsemne 

SHIRTS FOR SALE: Three colorful 
polyester Hawaiian prints, sure to 
impress (or at least stun) the boss at 
your next company gathering. $10 
each, easy and light to send by mail. 
Email shirts@phindie.com, 


(Rock Block). B.Y.O.Sheets! $300. 
Call Jeff at 215-739-2001. 

SPACES TO LET: These numbers 
are from early September but most are 
still worth a shot. Most under $500 
for 1BR. Good luck! SOUTHSIDE: 
Plumer & Assoc. 215-922-7774 
(agency), Triad 215-922-7501 
(agency), Century 21 @ 215-545- 
2121 (agency) WESTSIDE: Teresa 
@ 215-749-1275 (co-op), 215-877- 
3389 (co-op), Jen @ 215-386-4021 
(co-op) Sebastian @ 215-726-6911 
(co-op), O'Donnell @ 215-222-2600 
(agency), Boni @ 215-473-5900 
(agency), Friends Rehab @ 215-747- 
2246 (cheap agency) Sherman @ 215- 
472-3540 (agency) NORTHSIDE 
Charles @ 267-249-1815, Mt. Vernon 
@ 215-849-2511, 215-763-9347, 
Broad & Girard agency @ 215-669- 
3399, Francisville @ 215-564-6004, 
Near Silk on 5th @ 215-923-7635. 
TRUCK FOR SALE: Ford Ranger 
Pickup for sale. 1986, w/ 178,000 
miles. V6 runs good, leaks some oil, 
auto, long-bed, bedliner. NEW radia- 
tor, tires and rear bumper. Needs some 
service, but a great city or work truck. 
$800 OBO. email agentrem@aol.com. 
TYPEWRITERS: Six typewriters, 
not exactly working but easily 
repairable by skilled hands. Most.j tjust 
need ink ribbons. $10 each, $50 takes 
the lot. typewriters@phindie. com. 


VENUE SEEKS AUDIENCE: 
Tired of surrendering your last dollar” 


bill to see a band who sounds like alf 
the rest? Tired of having to flash 1.D, 
or buy a fake one to see a show? Come 
to The Rotunda, at 4012 Walmut 
Street in Philadelphia. We present 
free, varied, events which are open to 
all ages. The entertainment ranges 
from spoken word, hip hop, rock, 
experimental, electronic, to world, 
theater, dance, film, cabaret, singer- 
songwriter, punk, and so much more. 
For schedules and more info, visit 
http://www. foundationarts.org or call 
215-573-3234, Lg 
VIOLIN TEACHER WANTED: I 
want to learn to play the violin, If you 
know how, please write. email Rachel: 
inkygm@yahoo.com. 


SILK SCREENS FOR SALE: Used 
silkscreens, dirty and dirt cheap. How 
many screens can two people have? 
inkygm@yahoo.com P 
SPACE TOLET in __ beautiful 


Fishtown! Coolest block in town! 


WRITERS WANTED: Work _ for 
nothing? Please! 
CrimsonandCherry.com seeks writers 
with great ideas and vision, yearning 
for international obscurity. We're not 
dirty, just naughty, and need your 


words on sex, rock and roll, foodstuffs, 
and Philly. Please produce excellent 
work that require little editing. Clever 
pseudonyms can be provided if need- 
ed. We have over 150,000 readers 
around the world. Got something to 
say? We'd like to hear it. Write to: 
ladies@crimsonandcherry.com 


THE INDEPENDENT 
seeks able and enthusiastic writ- 
ers & artists to fill these very 
columns. This paper is yours, 
Philadelphia. We invite you to 
make of it what you will. Here's 
how to submit your work: 


* * % 


News, Essays, REPORTS & 
EXPERIMENTS: Write up a short 
proposal for one 
ideas and 

writers@phindie.com, or mail it to 
the 
with your contact information. 


or more article 
email it to 


address on the masthead 


* * * 


FicTIOn & POETRY: We welcome 
unsolicited poetry and fiction. Email 
fiction@phindie.com or 
poetry@phindie.com respectively, or 
mail your submission to the address 


above. 


x * * 


LETTERS: THE INDEPENDENT wel- 
comes letters from its readers on any 
subject. Send your letter to edi 
tors@phindie.com or mail it to the 
address on the masthead. 


x * * 


ARTWORK: Please 
images to art@phindic.com. 


digital 


send 


* * & 


CALENDAR LISTINGS: Send all rele 
vant information to 
calendar@phindie.com or the same 


mailing address. 


> Ske 


Tips: Email tips@phindie,com or 
call 215-351-0777. Your anonymity 


is guaranteed. 
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from Poem, page 15 
but i was even more pliant then 
than i am now 
as luck would have it 
however 
just when i thought 
it was safe 
to take a nap 
some novice nurse 
thought my EKG fluctuation 
from wake to sleep 
was a flatliner 
she hit the panic button 
which not only woke me up 
but summoned the butcher 
who came running 
down the hall 
from where the butchers take their rest 
with a very long 
sharp knife 
he cut me mum open 
and wrenched me loose 


the first thing i noticed 

was 

that i was naked 

i have been clothed 

and standing in lines ever since 


(requiem) 


the train pulled into the station 
the last one 
llasa bound 


i had zero desire to get on it 

a kazillion sweaty bodies pushed wiggled and wormed 
behind me 

a teeming mass of blotchy flesh 

it was straight up arm pit 

everywhere 


i left that line 

wet from the sweat of a thousand strangers 

and sat down 

on a bench 

in this infernal heat 

wondering to myself 

why no one wears the flaky white stuff anymore 

why no one snorts the flaky white stuff anymore 

why more and more people shoot the flaky white stuff 


and sniff glue 


according to cnn 

every third kid is sniffing glue 

but 

glue sniffing 

has been around since 

glue was invented 

kids talked about it back in the day 
when we used to give each other model planes and cars 
for pollyanna 

2nd 3rd 4th grade 

i hate models 

and puzzles 

they make me wanna sniff glue 


i know this guy who does great fiberglass work 
he could take the ss minnow 

and make it look like trump's princess 

myself i hate working with fiberglass 

it always gives me a rash 

this guy though 

he exudes the stuff 

a master craftsman 

he's expensive 

but he's good 

real good 

he's been sniffing 

fiberglass 

epoxy 

resin 

and glue 

for at least 

thirty years 

even longer than he's been doing acid 

in boat warehouses in south jersey 

i once watched him drain a fifth of vodea like it was a 
beer 

reach into his sailor type raincoat and pull out 
another 

he used to fish in this little row boat late at nite 
and he never said shit 

about anything 

or anybody 

always smoked camel no filters 


two years ago he lost his drivers license 
then his job 

42 years old and his mom left him in jail 
the last dwi 

to dry out 

i always thought he was ok though 

he showed me where the natural stash box in a vw beetle 
was 

when i was 16 

and paranoid 

one thing though 

little kids are scared shitless of him 

and their moms don't like him much either 


- Davip MILLER 


SESE SES SE S 


from Nerr, page 16 


sort of hung out in the bathroom 
for a few minutes, collecting myself 
and splashing water on my face. I 
had a serious sweat going. When I 
got back to the family room, my 
Dad had gone upstairs to bed. 

So that’s why I’m damn sure my 
Dad's sick of that job of his. I mean, 
for fuck’s sake, he asked me to ask 
my Mom it he should retire. I mean, 
since when am I some sort of mid- 
dleman between my parents? What 
the hell is that? Anyway, he’s damn 
sick of his job. That much I know. 

After a few minutes by myself 
that night, I got back into my 
rhythm. I got an excellent sweat 
going again running around my 
family room like a madman, shoot- 
ing threes from the book shelf on 
the left side of the room, from next 
to the piano on the right side, 
dunking the ball, doing various 
inside-the-arc-jump shots, practic- 
ing moves (although I can’t dribble 
with the Styrofoam ball of course), 
and doing lay-ups. I was all over the 
place. Td forgotten all about the 
conversation with my Dad, in fact it 
seemed as though it were a forgot- 
ten thing, when finally my Mom 
got home at around 10:30. 

I didn’t realize 1 was sweating so 
much until she saw me, and then I 
realized I was panting because I'd 
been running around so much. 
When my mom saw me, she was 
like, “Good God Connie, what the 
hell have you been doing? You're 
sweating like crazy. And why are 
you still up?” She was in her white 


with the white sneakers, and 


looked dead tired, but I guess 


the s 


ht of me gave her a jolt. 
“Just practicing my shots,” I 
said. “The Sixers won.” 


“Wonderful 


, she said, “but lis- 
ten, I think it’s time you get to bed. 
Where's Kenny? Where’s Dad?” 
See, she doesn’t even ask about 
Margie or Dan. She assumes they're 
out, I guess. 

“They're both in bed,” I said, 
“but listen, Dad told me to ask you 
something.” She sort of perked up 
again. 

“What?,” 
he want you to ask me?” 


“Het 


she said, “What does 
id me to ask you,” I said, 


“Was he drinking?” 

I nodded yes. 

“All right,” she said, and that 
was that. 

My mom put down her bags 
with a big tired sigh, and then she 
went into the kitchen to get some- 
thing to drink. I went into the fami- 


ly roo id lay down on the couch. 
It I just lay low after my parents tell 
me to get to bed, a lot a times they 
just forget and go up to bed them- 
selves. So I waited a few minutes as 


} 


my mom got a bite and a drink in 


the kitchen. Then she went out to 
the dining room and checked the 
mail, and then she walked up the 
stairs, all slow and loud, and went in 
the bathroom. Once she did that I 
got up and found my ball. I turned 
down the volume on the TV. I start- 
ed shooung again, slow at first, and 
then slowly picking up the pace. I 
didn’t really think much of every- 
thing. My concentration was on my 
shots. I love shooting the ball. As I 
said, I'm convinced that my messing 
around with the Nerf net is what's 
made me such a good shooter. One 
ume | hit four three pointers in one 
half. Sometimes I can’t stop it. 
When I get older and have a little 
boy, I’m gonna make sure there's 
Nerf nets all over the place. My 
son'll be an incredible player by the 
time he's my age. What do you call 
that? A prodigy or something? Like 
the movie Amadeus but with B-ball. 
Anyway all these thoughts were run- 
ning through my head that night. It 
wasn't too long ago, really. I had an 
incredible rhythm again, after every- 
one was asleep. If you like playing 
basketball, you should put a Nerf net 
in your house. It’s a lot of fun, and it 
definitely helps your shooting. 
That's one thing I'm sure about. It’s 
all hand-eye coordination, really. It’s 
really just the same thing as a real 
net, just on a smaller scale. 

~~ 

Bernard Vaughan is a graduate 
student at Temple University. His 
poetry appeared in the third tssue of 
THe INDEPENDENT. 
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ee 


I am Lord Whimsy 


Most books of etiquette frown upon the self-introduction. But 
when did royalty ever obey the silly rules of the bourgeoste? 


oa BY LORD WHIMSY 


may be best described as a 

member of a class that rallies 

beneath the banner of “fallen 
gentry.” I am the scion of the once- 
mighty House of Whimsy; and as 
such, I am a direct decendant of 
Ovid, Charlemagne, Spinoza, 
Napoleon and Crazy Horse. But 
alas; because of the sloth, wastrelry 
and misdeeds of my predecessors, 
our ancient clan has fallen into dis- 
repute and ruin, my remaining rela- 
tions cast to the far-flung corners of 
the globe — but that is another story. 

I have had many titles and slurs 
attributed to my person, as anyone 
who has led a life such as mine will 
surely find to be the case. Suffice it 
to say that I have been called a 
knave; a spy; a naturalist; a bon 
vivant, a poison dwarf; a noble sav- 
age; a brash hobbledehoy; a prodi- 
gal son; a narcissist; an adventurer, a 
dilettante; a mummer enthusiast; an 
eater of forbidden cheeses; a poet- 
aster; an air guitarist; a ruffian; a 
phenom; a carpet knight, a man- 
child; a sunday painter; an atheist; a 
performer of the hot light skip; a 
cocksmith; a carney;a protegé; a 
mystic; a lover of advanced and 
obscure works; a mountebank; a 
submariner, a partisan; a swank; a 
man of letters; a flirt; a nibbler of 
women; an aesthete; a Huguenot; a 
librettist, a journeyman; a rake; a 
cat-monkey; an explorer, a keeper 
of eggs; a privateer; a 
Capulet; a sasquatch; a citizen sci- 
entist, a pervert; a saboteur; a 
builder of useless arcade devices; 
child of God; a wet fart; a humanist; 
a mentor; a beguiler of rodents; a 


exotic 


“Si ~ > <Saiets 


ae 
aph of Lo 


A photogr rd Wht 


ager, a gentleman; a ponce; a 
gnome; a conservative; a Gnostic; a 
bird of paradise; a theologian; a 
member of the bourgeoisie; a 
Jacobite; an admirer of ribald taxi- 


SUFFICE IT TO SAY THAT I HAVE BEEN CALLED A KNAVE; A 
SPY; A NATURALIST; A BON VIVANT, A POISON DWARF; A NOBLE 
SAVAGE; A BRASH HOBBLEDEHOY, 


fanatic; a pessimist, a pedant, a 
commodore; a fraud; a collagist; a 
contrarian; a ridiculous fancypants; 
a pursuer of loose petticoats; a vel- 
vet crab; a connoisseur of the per- 
verse; an arriviste, a naked ape; a 
rocketeer; a ghost, a duelist; an 
imbiber of effeminate drinks; a 
charlatan; a New Romantic;a seller 
of faulty salt licks; a Cathar; a 
showman; a speaker of Polari; a her- 
mit; a gandy dancer; a collector of 
ribald figurines; a liberal; an agent 
provocateur; a tourist; a sissy; a new 


dermy; an existentialist; a mouthful; 
a folklorist; a libertarian; a dandy; a 
passenger of aeroplanes, an eccen- 
tric; an intimidator of toads; a 
damned critic; a hillbilly; a poppin- 
jay; a song-and-dance man; a patri- 
ot; a shaman; a grave robber; an 
Inuit chief; a poseur; a purveyor of 
Darwinism; a showoff; a piney; a 
sailor; a doyen of culture; a son of a 
mason, a gambler; an architect of 
doom; a sipper of porridges; a high- 
wayman, a great radish; a force of 
nature; a coward; a wit; a licker of 
iced creams; an imp; a hero of the 


msy in manhood ft 


~~ 


Il flower. 
people; a jackass; a chaser of parade 
floats; a dude; a malcontent; an 
auteur; a midnight milker of cows; a 
kissing bandit; a gossip; a reluc- 
tant eater of salads; a curmudgeon; a 
hairless tiger, a coxscomb; a man in 
full, a wild colonial and a rascal. 
Many of these allegations have 
colorful stories attached to them, 
which I will share with you in good 


time 


Lord Whimsy, aka Allen Crawford, 
lives the life of a country gentleman and 
ts proprietor of Plankton Art Company. 
Plankton ts showing prints and paint- 
ings at Tin Man Alley (608 N. 2nd St., 
Northern Liberties) the 
evening of November 16th and contin- 
December. Lord 


Whimsy's electrical publication, The 


starting 


uing into early 
Affected Provincial’s Quarterly and 
his dance v 
Dance 


www.planktonart.com/misc. 


contest, “Lord Whimsy's 
Off” may be viewed online at 


| here together, here in my new little study in my 


| 
| 


= 


ma postmarks en 
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The View from East Falls 


Our famed correspondent on the pleasures & torments of suburban living 


ateline: mid-October, 2002. As I write 

these words, the sounds of a distant train 

are joining the early October breeze and 
entering through my open window, a metallic 
whine, an iron screech, something distant and 
rumbling and so all-together anciently American 
— yes, real belly-swelling, eye-moistening God 
Bless It Patriotism did actually exist before that 
sad day when what used to pass for airborne 
transportation made a couple of our buildings and 
way too many innocent people disappear forever 
— that I cannot help but smile, a big broad healthy 
smile packed with goodness, just like the thin 
sunlight that has now found a way past the trees 
and is joining the sounds and the breeze, all of us 


new little neighborhood: East Falls. 

We've been here well over a month now. Is it 
nice here? It is. A block north of my street I can 
stand on my tippy-toes and see the skyline of 
Center City just past the treetops. I take a deep 
breath, I breathe it in. In the morning you hear 
birds — different birds, not just those atonal 3 a.m. 
drug-birds mocking you on your late night trudge 
back home from some boozy loveless debauch — 
different birds of different tones, varied songs, 
and fresh opinions. In the evening you hear crick- 
ets — God's truth, you hear them, and in sym- 
phonic abundance. I feel like a criminal. I did what 
I've always dreamed of doing — I escaped the city, 
but bless it all: I still live in Philadelphia. 

The reactions from my old Center City com- 
patriots have border-lined on xenophobic hysteria. 
The sheer incredulity. The total shock. The gaping 
jaws. Their reactions are tantamount to saying, “Oh 
my, East Falls? Is that...are there cows?” No, there 
are no cows’. It continues. East Falls? Is there like, 
do you even have running water? Do you dathe? 
Are there humans? Is tt even in Pennsylvania? Yes, 
yes, dear readers, it actually is in Philadelphia. 
Philadelphia is quite a large city. Fifth largest in the 
States. And yes, you can take public transportation 
—a bus, or 4 three dollar train, and be in covered 
how-can-you-live-without-it Center City within 
minutes. There are grocery stores. There are bars. 
There’s even a — gasp — Post Office. (And we do 
have running water, hot and cold!) 

The times have been different and the times 
have been strange. We have named all of our 
neighbors already: Mister Mullet, Mister Mean, 
Mister Mean Mullet (Mullet De-Luxe?)...and the 
Dream Girl who lives across the street but who is 


| never, ever, home. There is the Frat House, with 


huge open windows displaying the young men 
who live there (we do not know if they are really a 
legitimate Fraternity, but we hope they are) watch- 
ing not one, not even two, but fAree televisions, 
usually turned on to a combination (in any order) 
of a football game, a baseball game, and a video 
game (which is often — and this gets confusing—a 
football or a baseball game.) Media overdose con- 
tinues in the corner where the computer is a/qways 
on and a very overweight (no arguing this larger- 
than-life-sadder-than-anything fact) girl is a/ways 
on the Internet. We pretend her name is 
“Monster” and we act out skits of life at the Frat 
House: 


ee 


am BY ERIK BADER 


Erik Bader and the Atlantic ocean. 


WHEN I WAs A KID, I FEARED ADULTS. 
THESE KIDS ARE A NEW GENERATION. THEY 
WIELD THE POWER. THEIR STRENGTH IS IN 

NUMBERS. AND MY GOD, WHERE ARE 

THEIR PARENTS?! 

“Aw duuuude, Monster ate all the bean dip 
again. 

Or. 

“Monster! Get off the Internet, I gotta check 
my fuckin’ Hotmat/ dude!” 

‘ [in deep, bellowing voice] “Okee, sawdy 


Jimmee, just downloadin’ this Dave Matthews 


song...” 

~ -Peould-go*errWetecract-we iow t= Butts 
only a reaction. They glare at us with hostile inci- 
vility when we pass their house. They mumble 
things under (and often above) their breath. We 
fear them. And like all good Americans, we fight 
this fear with sidesplitting humor. 


We fear the children as well’. I can see t 


from my window now, punching e 


ess chu 


bikes, cursing, conspiring. There are cou 
dren, and most of them tend to wield hockey sticks 
and baseball bats in ways that do not lead one to 
think of friendly sports. They surrounded our car 
one night. They have called us faggots. We live in 
constant fear of egging, lynching, or some new, 
, 21 
generation is currently in the process of dreaming 


up. When I was a kid, I fe 


awfu century mob moment that this new 


ared adults. I feared any 


one an inch taller than me — anyone a grade above 


me. These kids are a new generation. They wield 


the power. Their strength is in numbers. And my 


God, where are their paren: 

I have spent days by the Wissahickon Creek, 
reading poems and watching the sun splash across 
the mossy stones and shiningly clear waters. I have 


walked the silent streets at night and smelled fresh 


aA 


the youth: their fads, their fashion, their follies 


Be 


) nba mccemid? OTNOTES 


laundry, home-cooked meals, and pine trees. I have 


ec eee erent eres eeoee 


dreamed of befriending the old men who fish the : 
river at the bottom of our street, the old men who * 


fish far into the night, who are still there fishing 
when I walk down to the A-Plus at three in the 
morning to drunkenly buy cigarettes. I want to 


know all their fishing stories, fishing lore, fishing | 


days of yore. 

First thing I did when I got here: I went look- 
ing for the Falls. Older signs in town call it “Falls 
of Schuylkill,” and that sounds even better. We 
asked everywhere. No one seemed to know. “This 
is East Falls” the usual old lady or mulleted man 
would reply. Yes yes, but the Falls themselves. I 
must see them! Feel their rush and their power! 

An old sign down by the river, Welcoming me 
to East Falls, told me the depressing truth 
Apparently the Falls used to be a mighty thing, 
rushing and roaring and wrecking the Falls Bridge 
every time a big storm hit. Turns out that ever 
since they installed the damned dam down by 
Girard Street back in nineteen-who-knows-when, 
the Falls have disappeared. But on low tide days, 
you can still see the rocks, those old and wise rocks 
that once shouldered the fury of endless rushing 
water that had been rushing probably not long 
after the glaciers split the scene, filling the minds 


of old Indian tribes with their poetic utterances, 


roaring waters, surging language like those 
en my own little dam, ris 
g wer mv chaotic downtown days 


past i hushing the roar of nm in $ 
subw stoplight-commuter-cellphone-construc 
tion-exhaust-alcohol-chainsmoking-G 

to merely r 
to no end. Now I 1ds Of far aw 


trains, the 


of my neighbor's 


things. I've insta 


my front p 


if you can believe that 1ope those rascal- 


ly kids from down the street don’t smash it ~ 


a 


’ Although further down Ridge Pike there are, nght bv a 


real — shit you not Phil 


Blind to their Responsibilities as Young Citizens, Debutantes Debauch with Lewd Party Game! 


Junior Libertines “Spin the Bottle” & Fornicate at Random, Corrupting Themselves & Setting a Bad Example for Others 


fter one too many keg stands 
things turned a little surreal. 
As the clusters of people 
lessened and the conversation turned 
into giggles, a surprising sexual ener- 
gy erupted amidst the remaining 
folk. The music became softer the 
little clumps of people morphed into 
one circle. A giggle here, a chug of 
beer there, and before you know it 
there's a bottle in the middle and a 
shy grin on more than just one party- 
goer. 
JM: Dating is never easy, partic- 
ularly in Philadelphia. In this city, it 


| is almost never a solitary experience. 


The City of Brotherly Love indeed. 
If you've kissed one person, then by 
association you've swapped spit with 
half the crowd at any bar on any 
given night. This all came to pass on 
a not-too-distant Friday, when in the 
after hours of binge drinking, pot- 
smoking and bullshitting, amidst a 
hip and hippie crowd, deep in the 
heart of West Philadelphia, a bottle 
was spun. And spun. 


CK: Someone once told me that 
every relationship is built upon 
attraction. This is true at varying lev- 


~~ 
els — I don’t want to sleep with all of 


my friends (or at least I don't believe 
that I do) but I definitely could kiss 


The wholesome pleasures of tennis are no longer enough to 
stimulate our jaded youth, 


BY CLEOPATRA KNOPF & JONATHAN MILLER 


the corner kisses like a porn star, or 


them all. Kissing is fun! Kissing is 
harmless! It’s spinning bottles. But ] 
suppose everything makes more sense 
if you think the other person wants 
you/loves you/cares for you. Most 
people in Philly, it’s true, have two 
degrees of kissing separation — but 
how many feel it when they smooch? 

JM: No one seemed uncomfort- 
able or even unwilling. Alcohol had 


that your sexy girl friend purses her 
lips is difficult for me to handle. I'm 
not sure I want to know all that, I 
also don’t want to think about it 
every time we have a cottee together, 
or I bump into them on the street. 
Regardless, I was a little jaded this 
time around. And the neon light of 
the carpeted empty room Was any- 


Without the Natural Selection of Partners, 


What Shall Become of Our Species? 


~ 


other's mouth. 


tle more 


mood was that of an 


However, it quickly turned 
humorous, girly-girl giggle test, with 
the two ladies blowing into each 


CK: The game was fun, a little le 
groping, some silly kisses, some a lit 
serious, but my 
enth grader. Do I know how to kiss 
Do I want my friends to think I'm a 


into a =Do we spin the bottle? Do I just 


» bed? (This 


proved not to be an opt mas my 


excuse myself and go t 


» poke me in the 


g.) So I leaned over 


ection continued t 


kissed my lady 


and started dry 


vusly, 

werall starting a small torest ny 
wkward sev nether regions 

CK: I don't remember how it 


ended. | 


ber teeling the 


taken its mighty hands and coerced 
them down the pants of each partic- 
ipant. When the game began, I anx- 
iously awaited my turn, secretly 
wanting to kiss the only other man in 
the game because A: it was sure to be 
the least complicated and B: I hadn't 
kissed a member of the same sex in 
what felt like a perversely long time. 

CK: I have spun the bottle plen- 
ty of times and frequently it becomes 
boring, feigned passion in public: 
‘Oh God, who do I kiss now?’ It 
becomes a science experiment, which 
a date is as well, wo beings interact- 
ing to see if they are compatible. The 
knowledge that the shy gecky guy in 


thing but mood-inducing. I had also 
kissed more than half of the partici 
pants already, so spinning the bottle 
felt somewhat anticlimactic 

JM: All of my concerns were 
shoved aside by my burgeoning erec 
tion —I prayed it would go unnoticed 
by my fellow spinners. Even more 
distressing was the mystery of who 
caused said erection. Was it a same 
sex woody? Who caused the blood to 
flood my gates? I tried to calm myself 
down by drinking more. There was 
some potentially hot girl-on-girl 
action. It started off good, a sott-core 
sex scene straight from the worst 
late-night 


Cinemax offering 


bad kisser? Can other people tell just 
by watching? Do they feel it? When 
do we stop? All | kept thinking was, 
“when is this going to end?” 

JM: It was close to 6AM and the 
bottle continued to spin with no end 
in sight. No one wanted to give up, 
yet this was clearly a game with no 
winners 

I must have been busy restarting 
the CD because when I turned my 
attention back to the game, | noticed 
that owo of the players were engaged 
in some full on dry humping ...this 
really was junior high! 

What to do? Now it was only | 
and another female contestant lett 


next day like a swinger, a tousled sex 
Kitten, until I looked in the mirror 
and saw my sleepy face with crum 


pled hair and wonder who I was try 


ing to tool 
JM How it stopped, 1 don't 
know, I can barely remember how it 


began. But I do know that it hap 
pened, because in the morning I had 
the putty lips and scratched chin to 
prove it The beer was all gone and 
the ashtrays had taken a permanent 
residence in my mouth, but only a 
tew hours betore, | was making out 
with three people, and well, you 


weren't 
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26 27 Sunday 


Saturday ait 
Daylight Saving Time ends. Clocks 
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28 Monday 


If I were let loose in the wallaby 
exhibit at the Philadelphia Zoo, I 
imagine the temptation to pick up 
one of those cuddly, playful walla- 
bies, cradle it in my arms, and 
squeeze it ecstatically (to the detri- 


AE A Dd Ol Be I iy Van Faalen scl Bee. 


29 — Tuesday 


Sweet October: Hayrides, cider, 
lonely nights misspent in the wrong 
arms. Blue skies profound with 
vague apocolyptic foreboding. Ach, 
die angst! Take the edge off ’ 
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A very wise man once told me that cats ment of the creature’s well-being, it weltschmerz at Ludwig’s Farten’s y ater fejeleh S555 S.>\2P1>i0 i> 
rial dbercn pets. They are clean, quiet, : fall back. An extra hour to sleep? Or is likely) would overwhelm ae I beer tasting seminar entitled, “The . y sourpet RAieiel Sepeeert tte es SaaS > 
and their far looks excellent clinging to an extra hour to be awake, com- would panic, the zoo staff would Beers of Germany.” Taught by 31 Thursd 2 EREBEET EL ee 
your favorite shirt. Even so, that whole rades? panic, the wallaby would be dead, Marnie Old, Ludwig’s Garten’s res- BF Abas ay = 
aloof-self-contained thing is enough to and chaos would ensue. This is why ident high Priestess of hops, this 
give any owner an inferiority complex. You'll need that extra hour, as Dalek when you pay your extra buck, to course will provide you with the Last Halloween, I (very altruistical-~ 
Next time Fluffy looks at you with bla- (pronounced like “dialect,” spelled mingle with marsupials in a barrier- comebacks necessary to defend ly) bought a bag of miniature candy 


tant disdain, give it a taste of its own with an umlaut over the “a,” mean- 


\ medicine by bringing it to the NOVA ing a robot chasing Dr. Who, or first Wallaby Walkabout feature, I will suggest that ordering a pint of Treaters. I sat next to the door, pleas- . ~ > 
Cat Pita a “Labesty Tail Cat successful synthesis of several wor- be nowhere near it. Philadelphia Hoceanes makes ie Gin ache antly anticipating the unbridled glee 
Fanciers 8-Ring CFA Championship thy musical genres) play the Khyber Zoo Wallaby Walkabout, $1, 9:30- skopfe. For $40, the mysterious on the little darlings’ faces when I 
show. Smuggle your ungrateful pet inside with Isis, Keelhaul & Bellini, 56 S. 5, Every day. All Ages. complexity of German beers will be made their night with my magic bag 
under your coat and force it to watch its Second St. 9pm, Cover, 21+. yours for the tasting. Ludwig's of treats. The first herd of them 
groomed and purebred brethren parade Garten, 6:30-8:30 PM, $40, 21+. wiped me out in five-seconds flat, at 


themselves in front of a panel of judges. 
Loudly inquire about the prices of the 


free habitat at the Zoo's special 


yourself against anyone who dares 


bars to hand out to the Trick or - - 


least 15 pairs of supplicating hands 
snatching at mine as I attempted to 


“real cats” in the ring and hiss surrepti- Te = out ee some sem- 
tiously into your coat, “Now do you see 3 5 ms ice ility. rest of the 
why I don’t feed you your Fancy Feast in Sunday Tuesday evening was spent with all the lights 
a crystal goblet?” NOVA Cat Fanciers ee re my con every time the 
and Liberty Tail Cat Fanciers 8-Ring 2 M i loorl rang, whimpering. This + 
EARS in : ly stars, these cold autumn winds Whatever happened to Donovan, a iss >, 
GEA Championship Show, National Saturday do hurt my Rei Ue seemeras 1960's folk legend ordianires ogee in hoping to eet re 
Guard Armory, Northeast Philadelphia, Aho the Hitere oneckon What color is the old codger’s mele somew! ee to go that toe SS 
Judging begins promptly at 10 a.m N before hav . 8} i © prose , 5 not my home. Like, say, Cozmic > 
udging begins promptly Mies lever He ve the fighting of some shelter. from the increasingly low Soy that he’s pushing at least Cavs Halloween Bash at SoMa, 33 32 
ee ee winter-like weather if I am to con- a i pieces Tne a S. 3rd St. Free, 10p.m., 21+. Or fis 
Ln ee os pee SoD tinue to travel by bicycle. This day lies eee Mer LS y he ink watch Bob perfrom the 
eh np ae will be the day that I give my A Xe bene Hydiad (based on the story of Jekyll 


The Philadelphia Police 
Department is inviting new mem- 
bers onto its Citizen Bike Patrol. In 
return for your service, you'll get a 


State Road, 9a.m., for your training, 
cadet. 18+. Bring photo I.D. 


We've yet to see any puddle hop- 
ping around town. Whatever hap- 
pened to those mighty hoppers of 
yesteryear, who would brave icy 
storms hopping puddles with the 
irrepressible spirit of a young Jackie 
Joyner-Kersee? If the clouds spit 
forth rain today, as most meteorolo- 


gists claim they will, I want the vast 
puddles of the 1300 block of South 
Street to be pregnant with jumpers! 
Let your spirit to skip soar! 


9 Saturday 


The emblematic Greek myth of 


Orpheus, a sensitive, artistic type 
whose music touches the gods so pro- 
foundly that they give him a chance to 
journey into the underworld to 
retrieve his dead beloved, Eurydice, 
lends itself easily to interpretation. In 
the hands of French existential film- 
maker Jean Cocteau, the 1949 epic 
fable assumes dreamy dimensions 
where Orpheus tunes into a prophetic 
AM station on his car radio and dons 
black leather to meet the shades of the 
underworld. The English subtitles do 
not guarantee that the viewer has any 


appendages the refuge they so sore- 
ly need. I will find them a pair of 
gloves. And I will wear those gloves 
to prevent windburn and bloody 
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he'll prove his modernity by busting 
out with some kind of drum and 
bass multimedia act? Aren't you 
shocked to find yourself unbeliev- 
ably curious? Discover the defini- 


free Fuji mountain bike with front i i 
} cneklest tive answers to these burning - 
suspension, I gather. Show up at the eae tions and more at the Tin eel 
1 Fri day Philadelphia Police Academy, 8501 where the Hurdy Gurdy Man him- 


self stars in a two-night comeback 
extravaganza. All these questions 
will be answered for a (mere?) $35. 
Donovan at the Tin Angel, 20 S. 
2nd St, call (215) 928-0770 for 


reservations. 21+ 
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and Hyde) at Molly’s Bookstore in 
the Italian Market. 8p.m., 1010 S. 
9th Street. 


Friday 


The Terminal Crash make their tri- 
umphal retum from a reportedly 
restful sabbatical, spent on some 
distant Fiji shore with only a Pina 
Colada and Zep mix for company. 
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Junk In The Trunk is the party that odes 
proves Sinead O’Connor, Bell Biv ~<!<<1<'< Re 
Devoe, and Lords of Acid can all S334" 
coexist amiably on the same dance <= 
floor. DJ’s J. Gaul, Jamie Jamie, and 
Jamie Jamie’s Boyfriend Boyfriend 
spin a diverse blend of clubby house 
music, brit-pop favorites, and classic 
hip-hop with the occasional 
serendipitous eyebrow-raiser 
thrown into the mix. Example: 
Michael Penn's curiously buttshak- 
able “No Myth.” There. is a slight 
possibility that this is Junk In The 
Trunk’s last existing date, so plan 
accordingly. Silk City, 10PM-2AM, 
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An economy-sized bucket of multicol- 
ored sidewalk chalk costs less than @ pack 
of cigarettes and suggests an infinite 
number of possible activities, On a chilly 
November night, what could be more fun 
than amassing a posse of friends and tak- 
ing to the streets with said bucket of 
sidewalk chalk? Better yet, pretend it’s a 


17 


Sunday 


DHmMos hi 4 Gaz 


of Th R daic 7 revolutionary mission to educate the 

4 anew ce - ea Lease denizens of Philadelphia on the finer 

\ ents an all-ages electronic music ae: ; eT uchenemd 

T a a points of your personal politics, the 

| 1 5 Frida brunch that includes workshop, aching beauty of the heart-linked names 

. y eee re eM eck: ay of you and your beloved, a song lyric or 

it ry teac is the wonders of electronic See enled h fecaneae 

bo. Sick of looking at the same old oe ren RT four letter expletive, or the grossly arica 

BBCAG hi ; z The music first hand. David sinh) tured visage of you favorite editor at THE 

ii] Philadelphia out in the streets? Think Steve Zeitler, Jeff Allport, Tim INDEPENDENT, The annoyance of neigh- 

Sj the same old sights would seem more 16 S d Olive, and many others will be in bors will be eradicared with w single rain= 

#5 sg important hanging on gallery walls? atur ay attendance. 4012 Walnut Street, fall. 

I< Why” not take a gander at the Call 215-573-3234 or visit 29 Friday 
tes Philadelphia as réconccived by area What good is other people's misery if www.foundationarts.org for more 

‘<<: artists in Philly: People, Places, and you can't make a fast buck off it? Every information. 4p.m. Free. and IS 
eters Things at the Spector Gallery. Anold ‘Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday the ae mee gees: gets bi 
+3 “$ man once called me "a piece of work." Philadelphia Parking Authority is Le jeatre eid ave & 
i<a<ts But am I a piece of work of art? The auctioning off free cars seized during eee thing ic ek aig ate: 

S case for Second Friday has been made, the city’s random-stop adventures. adaptation ©: argery ultams 


and forcefully. The show's opening is 
at 6 p.m. tonight, 510 Bainbridge. 


Motorcyles, vans, and cars to be had at 
pennies on the dollar to willing tow- 
heads. Just make sure you follow the 
tules. There are plenty of them. Visit 
www.PPA-Auctions.com or call 215- 
683-9716 for more information. 


And why not swing your new ride by 
Jonathan Levine's Tin Man Alley, 
open tonight for the first time in 
Northern Liberties at 608 N. 2nd 
Street. All Fishtown will be in atten- 
dance, and so should you. 


universally adored children’s book, 
The Velveteen Rabbit. The story of 


25 Monday 


The person I spoke to on the phone 
from The Five Spot was highly 
mysterious about particulars con- 
cerning the appearance of Smog at 
their venue. There is no set time, no 
advance tickets, and the tickets will 
- be priced in the murky range of, 


28 Thursday 


While medical studies have yet to 
conclusively prove its effectiveness 
in preventing sickness, Echinacea 
has helped keep me healthy through 
several winters now. I prefer to sip a 
minty Echinacea tea, but I've also 
been known to take the herb in 
lozenge form. Of course, it might 
just be in my head, but I'll take a 
placebo over pneumonia 9 times out 
of 10. 


a new stuffed animal’s coming of 
age resonates with both children 
and adults, and arrives at Mum 
Puppettheatre just in time for the 
holiday season. This year, an oppor- 
tunity to join the cast behind the 
sets for a look at how the magic is 
made is also available to audiences. 
Written and Directed by Robert 
Smythe, with original music by 
Adam Werick. The Velveteen 
Rabbit, Mum Puppettheatre, 115 
Arch St., Box Office (215) 925~ 
7686, $12, All Ages. 


every day but Monday 


(Consider paying a visit to “Making Shakespeare,” a new exhibit at the 
Rosenbach Muscum and Library telling the story of how a young semi-literate 
Victorian street kid nasned Billy was gradually lionized into an superhuman 
muse who smithed the keys to our modern language and dramatic character 
There is one especially fascinating moment recorded by the Rosenbach’s collec 
tion where you get to actually watch a historic reputation forming in the margins 
of a critical text, a reader crosses out “one of the” making Billy simply “the best.” 
Hours vary but always open 11a.m. to 4p.m, Tuesday through Sunday, some days 
later. $5 adults; $3 students and seniors, 2008 DeLancey Place. 


“Under $10.” In fact, the only thing 
feel comfortable stating with cer- 
tainty is my prejudiced opinion that 
seeing Bill Callahan (Smog) play in 
such an intimate setting will most 
likely be worth unraveling the grand 
mystery, Smog with Pacific 
Ocean, Five Spot, 5 S. Bank St., 
21+ 
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